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THE SUN NEVER SETS ON CHESTERFIELD’S POPULARITY 


| 


Popular in all 4- corners | 
of the Earth... 


\.. “wherever service men go 


 —the world over! 


Service men frequently tell us it’s like a taste of 


home to find Chesterfields in practically every port of 


call the world over...Shanghai, Bombay, Manila, 


Panama, Honolulu, Tokyo, Havana...everywhere! 
Such comments are of course very gratifying for 


we take a great deal of pride in the fact that service 
men have made Chesterfield “the service cigarette.” 
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THE NIGHT OF THE THIRTEENTH 


By J. ALLEN DUNN 


Author of “Dead Man’s Gold,’’ “A Man to His Mate,” etc. 


=@HE SORREL mare was hitched 
© third from the end of the rail. 
Evidence as to her disposition 
ay was plain. The pinto to her 
left and the white-stockinged 
bay on her right had crowded against 
their opposite neighbors, giving the mare 
all the spare room possible. As Jimmy 
Pringle came toward her she laid back 
her ears and showed a white rim to her 
eye, twisting a snaky neck as far as her 
bridle hitch would allow. This was her 
average greeting, ending in a vicious nip 
for Jimmy’s knee as he swung down into 
the saddle. Usually he greeted her with 
an amiable, if vigorous, cussword. To- 
night his own mood too nearly matched 
that of the mare. He was sore at the 
world. 

Chaps and spurs were fastened to his 
saddlehorn by a latigo thong and he 
untied them, stepping into the former 
one leg at a time, balanced on a high 
heel as he stood stork-fashion. He had 
parked his gun at the Gopher Saloon with 
the rest of the bucks who had come to 
the dance, according to long established 
custom. This he had already retrieved 
and he adjusted the chaparejos strap and 
his cartridge belt with deft, accustomed 
fingers before he backed the sulky sorrel 
away from the well-cribbed rail. 

The blaring music of the jazz or- 
chestra, imported for the occasion, came 
out of the open windows of the lodge 


hall above the general store, mingled 
with the light laughter of dancing 
couples. Jimmy Pringle scowled over 


his shoulder at the silhouettes that flit- 
ted across the blinded windows, set his 
left foot in the twisted stirrup, twined 
his left hand in the mare’s mane, clutched 
the horn with his right, and, out of long 
experience, pulled himself, not to the 
saddle but flat against the  sorrel’s 


withers as she whirled in a half-circle 


and ended her geometrical exhibition 
with a buck. 

The instant her four feet reached the 
ground Jimmy’s right leg was across the 
ecantle. His knees gripped in as he set- 
tled to leather, his spurs roweled the 
mare’s flanks and she shot forward 
snorting and protesting. 

Jimmy ignored the road that led 
toward his own holding, the U-U. Weary 
of the long stand at the rail, the mare 
stretched her dainty but sinewy limbs 
in full gallop, making for the mesa, her 
petulant mind fixed upon a spring and 
certain succulent grass surrounding it. 

That she made for instinctively as, 
later, the bucks would lead their part- 
ners to the ice-cream counter, or with 
each other, to flask and glass. Jimmy 
let her roll, his Stetson jammed down, 
chin on chest, wishing he’d thought to 
get him a chaw before he started, con- 
demning all pleasure as_ hollow, all 
women as fickle jades and Helen Faulk- 
ner the most deceitful of all women. He 
summed up his bitterness in one syllable 
as a last burst of jangled drum and 
cymbal syncopation came faintly to him 
down the wind; like the bray of a burro, 
Jimmy told himself, giving a parting 
salute to a brother ass. 

She had let him take her to the dance 
—in the first place. Then she had danced 
with him with no more animation than 
if he had been a dummy. He had done 
his durndest to entertain her, and she 
had come back with a vague smile or 
two and an occasional answer which 
showed she had not been listening to 
what he was saying. The third dance 
she had wanted to sit out. Flattered, 
thinking she was going to reveal to him 
the reason for her manner, perhaps to, 
ask his advice, he had gone with her to 
the open gallery that looked out over the 
sage toward Bitter Creek. And she had 


spent the entire time gazing into the 
night with an anxiety that he could not 
fail to read—looking for another hombre 
than Jimmy Pringle. 

When Buck Stetson had arrived—Buck 
lived beyond Bitter Creek on the lazy 
Y—it was plain. She transferred her 
attention to Buck. Their first greeting 
unlocked her tongue and their dance 
conversation brought smiles to her face 
and a light to her eyes that all of 
Jimmy’s sallies had failed to evoke. Then 
Buck and Helen had gone to the gallery, 
and Jimmy could well fancy that she did 
not spend her time looking beyond Bit- 
ter Creek. The Bitter Creek interest 
was present. 

If it had been anybody else but Buck 
Stetson! All the country knew that 
Pringle and Stetson had been partners 
together on the lazy Y and that they had 
split up—not altogether on Helen’s ac- 
count, but she had started it. Since then 
Buck had been lucky on the lazy Y, and 
Jimmy had been afflicted with Old Man 
Misfortune as active, uninvited partner 
on the U-U. 

The truth of the matter was that they 
needed each other. They made a natural 
team. Jimmy was a wonder with cat- 
tle, and Buck was a first-class business 
man. But Jimmy was too sore for that 
retrospect at present though it had often 
occurred to him since their split. 

A jackrabbit showed its ears behind 
a clump of sage, big as a doe in the star- 
light, and went leaping away. Jimmy 
pulled his gun and blazed at the flying 
hare as it bounded over a bush. He 
didn’t want the blame thing. Jimmy 
didn’t care for jack-rabbit at any time. 
But he felt like shooting. 

At the spring Jimmy consoled himself 
with a cigarette as he looked about to 
get his bearings. He wanted something 
to bite down on hard whenever he 


"+ 
: 
nonth 
nce a month \ } 
j 
| 
Washington, D. C 
Jan, 
wie 
5 
es 


thought of how the girl had treated him. 
He looked out across the sage, silver 
gray across the mesquite, waving dark 
under the breeze, to where Bitter Creek 
gleamed like a silver wire before the 
cottonwoods closed in upon its banks. 
There the dance was still going on 
Helen Faulkner one.stepping with Buck, 
or sitting it out on the gallery. It 
seemed a long, long way that he had 
come. 

“It’s sure a pretty night,” he solio- 
quized, and his’ resentment’ ebbed. 
“Pretty an’ peaceful,” he said as he 
ground the butt of his cigarette be- 
neath one heel preparatory to mounting. 
“If it hadn’t bin’ Buck! Ever since they 
‘lected him sheriff he reckons he owns 
the county.” 

The fact that Jimmy had run against 
Buck Stetson and lost by a wider margin 
than he had figured on winning with had 
something to do with that sore spot. 

It had rankled against his old-time 
partner, it had left him quick and tender 
to Buck’s latest victory. Up to the 
present, while Helen Faulkner had shown 
no signs of actual surrender to any one 
man in Mesquite County—and all its 
bachelors were suitors for her hand- 
she had seemingly favored him, so far 
as he and many others could see. 

It wasn’t easy to woo Helen Faulkner. 
Old Man Faulkner was as stand-offish as 
a barrel cactus. If Jimmy saw her twice 
a month he figured he was doing well. 
He had held the idea that he had far 
outdistanced Buck in +this contest, and 
now Helen had given him the mitten in 
the plain sight of the dance hall! 

Jimmy swung to the saddle with the 
sorrel acting mildly, all the superfluous 
steam out of her. He was quite a ways 
from the U-U, and the shortest cut led 
through the holding of old Titus Wil- 
liams—T. W. standing for Tight Wad 
mortgage holder and stock and land 
banker to the county. Jimmy was a 
debtor of Titus, the note was due within 
none too many days and it was a toss up 
whether he could meet it, a sure cinch 
that Williams would not renew it. Jim- 
my’s security had been too good. 
Against one thousand dollars gone for 
fencing and labor, he had put up fifty 
three-year-old shorthorn steers in prime 
condition. They had been only two-year- 
olds when the deal was made. Money 
was tight and he had to go to Titus Wil- 
liams. Old Tight Wad was as tender in 
a bargain as nutcrackers are in the 
hands of a man who wants to get at the 
meat in the kernel. 

Jimmy had those three-year-olds as 
good as sold to the Fort, but the mili- 
tary authorities moved slowly and in- 
spection had twice been put off. A date 
had been set tentatively. If they passed 
on that day it left him only three for 
the vouchers to go through and the 
check to pass. That was not enough, 
but, if the deal was closed, he might be 
able to borrow from someone else and 
pay off Titus Williams. Otherwise there 
would be protest and foreclosure and 
Titus triumphantly bidding the cattle in 
for a fifth of what they were worth. 
And that would be about the wind-up of 
the U-.U. 

All this was reason why he had not 
pressed his suit with Helen to the pro- 
posal point. Her father knew that Wil- 
liams held his note. And Buck, with his 
eapacity for making money, was more 
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acceptable in her eyes than the finan- 
cially embarrassed Jimmy. A wave of 
anger came back. His ears got hot and 
his fists balled. 

“Darn his ornery hide!” he muttered, 
as the sorrel stopped at the Williams 
line fence. 

Owing Titus money did not mean that 
Jimmy Pringle could not or would not 
cross cut over the T. W. holding. He 
rode along the fence, found an opening, 
and passed through. The T. W. ranch- 
house and buildings were in a natural 
basin where a small creek ran down into 
a cement tank. There were trees about 
the place, but the orange light of a 
window in the  ranch-house’_ shone 
brightly through a gap. 

“Must be all of midnight,” said Jimmy, 
glancing up at the Big Dipper, and 
speaking half to himself, half to his 
horse. “Reckon the old miser is castin’ 
up his profits, the scally old hell-dodger. 
I s’pose he counts me in as——” 


There came the sharp, staccato cough 
of a rifle shot, broadening as it echoed 
in the little basin and back from the 
farther hills. Through the report came 
the faint tinkle of breaking glass, the 
sharp ery of a man. And the light in 
the window disappeared. 

The cry had been unmistakably in 
Williams’ harsh voice. Jimmy, setting 
spurs to the sorrel, racing down toward 
the house, had not the slightest doubt 
that someone had shot the userer from 
ambush, aiming at his figure as it 
showed through the window. Jimmy 
knew the room and its furnishings only 
too well; no blind to the window—blinds 
are not needed where the nearest neigh- 
bor is a mile away—a table close up to 
the casement; the lamp on it. Back of 
the iamp the old man footing up his 
figures. He pictured it all as the sorrel 
flew and his eyes searched the sides of 
the basin for some evidence of the as- 
sassin. The shot had come from ahead. 
He had not seen the flash, but he fancied 
it had come from the rim of the basin 
to his right. The flush of a rising moon, 
not yet above distant peaks, showed in 
the east, but in the starlight it was 
hard to distinguish motionless shapes. 

The bullet must have gone through 
window and lamp. The flame might 
have been the thing the murderer sighted 
on, seeing the old man back of it. 

“Prob’'ly got him through the head,” 
said Jimmy, all his sympathies changing 
swiftly toward the man. Yet there were 
a dozen men who might have done it and 
considered themselves justified. Which 
they were not, to Jimmy’s mind. Only 
a man sent crazy by misfortune could 
find any excuse. There was one such, 
who 

His night-used eyes saw—or thought 
they saw—a dark figure streaking be- 
tween brush and trees on the slope 
whence the shot had been fired. He was 
not sure, and it was too long range for 
any hope of a pistol bullet finding tar- 
get. 

The first thing to do was to see how 
badly the old man was hurt. He might 
not have been killed outright. Time 
enough after that to trail the shooter. 

As he flung himself from the saddle, 
leaving the sorrel anchored by trailing 
reins, the golden light in the east 
strengthened. If the shot had been held 
off for five minutes Jimmy must in- 
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fallibly have had a good view of the 
man running off. But that might have 
been calculated upon though the assassin 
could not have reckoned upon any one 
riding across the holding at that time of 
night. 

In the starlight Jimmy could see the 
splintered pane where the bullet had 
gone through, a round hole showing 
black, starred about with cracks that 
glinted like the rays of a jewel. Gun 
in hand, Jimmy mounted to the veranda 
and tried the door. It was closed tight. 
Running along the veranda to the win- 
dow Jimmy smashed in panes and frame 
with the butt of his gun, then reaching 
up, released the catch and opened up, 
He crawled in over the table, careful of 
the splintered glass of the window and 
lamp. His hand came into contact with 
a puddle of warm liquid that dripped 
darkly from his fingers as he lifted them, 
The air reeked with kerosene. 

Swiftly he found the chair where Wil- 
liams must have sat and slid to the fleor, 
alert, listening, feeling for a match, 
Dressed in his best for the dance, he had 
neglected to carry his usual supply. He 
had taken a few from the bar at the 
Gopher Saloon but they were all gone 
except half a one. He had shifted his 
gun to his left hand as he made the 
search. Now he dubiously started to 
light the broken match. The interior of 
the house was black and silent, ominous, 
Somewhere a clock was ticking and there 
was the steady drip of something from 
table to floor. On that floor the match 
would show him Williams—unless the 
old man had not been killed outright and 
had crawled away. There was a tele- 
phone in the next room, also Williams’ 
bedroom. * The money lender was on the 
Ranchers’ Automatic System, to keep in 
touch with his affairs. 

Jimmy had felt about gingerly with 
his foot on the floor near the table be- 
fore the match sputtered up. But he 
had touched nothing and he saw little. 
The match was faulty and went out al- 
most immediately. But not before he 
saw his left hand streaming with scarlet. 

Jimmy softly cursed his luck, his luck 
of foresight in not providing matches. 
Now he must either grope about for 
some, or wait for the moon to help him 
locate another lamp and find the body. 
All this time the murderer was getting 
farther away from the scene of his 
crime. If Williams was still alive he was 
unable to groan. If he was conscious he 
must have heard the forced entrance. 

But the murderer would leave a trail. 
With the swift vision of the warm crim- 
son stuff he had glimpsed on his hand 
strong upon him, Jimmy hardened into 
resolve to follow that trail and hunt the 
man down as if he had been a sheep- 
killing dog. In the meantime, where had 
Williams kept his matches? Likely by 
the stove. The old man did not smoke, 
even at the expense of others. 

The room lightened. A ray of light 
came from the moon, rising free of the 
trees. It beamed through the room and 
struck the pad of a calendar hanging on 
the wall. The big figures showed plainly 
13, as if the lamp of the heavens sought 
to mutely testify to the date of so foul 
a crime. Jimmy was not superstitious, 
but the effect was startling. Involun- 


tarily he glanced at the window. A man 
stood outside on the veranda, one hand 
(Continued on page 56) 
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THE CONQUEST OF MIKE 


By CAPT. JOHN W. THOMASON, Jr.,U.S.M.C. 


HE service-record book of Mike 
Guantanamo, private, U. S. 
Marine Corps, shows that he 
joined the guard of the flag- 
ship, Carribean station, 
when that swanky cruiser put in for her 
annual small-arms practice. It is further 
noted that he was born there, under Mc- 
Calla Hill, where the trades unceasingly 
flail the blue bay, rimmed around with 
barren amethystine hills. The first 
sounds his baby ears heard were the Ma- 
rine bugles at the Fish Point Barracks, 
and the first men he saw in his life were 
the tall Leathernecks of the station- 
guard. Other data in his staff returns, 
duly signed by his proper seniors, give 
his height as 11 inches at the shoulders; 
weight, 22 pounds stripped; vision 20/20 
each eye—(noted: can see a bone better 
than that); religion, Scalawag; next of 
kin and home address, mother, Bessie, 
care Sergeant Eisenberg, M. B., N. S., 
Guantanamo Bay, Cuba. Complexion, 
black but comely, with four white feet. 
Filed with the other service records of 


“the flag-ship’s guard. 


Reared thus among the bugles, imbib- 
ing the air of the profession of arms with 
his mother’s milk, it was perfectly nat- 
vral that he should follow his destiny 
down to the sea in the first battle-wagon 
that came along without a mascot. He 
took to his flag-ship billet without a rub. 
By the time his ship was shaken down 
for her cruise around the banana-ports, 
Private Mike was as integral a part of 
her guard as the first sergeant. He knew 
all the bugle calls. He had his station 
for all the drills. Fire and Collision— 
you fall in at the port quarter for that. 
Abandon Ship—his place was in No. 2 
motor launch; and when the high shrill 
notes of General Quarters went, he was 
on No. 5 gun-crew, and he would cock 
a wise ear and scud like a black shadow 
to his own place—present and accounted 
for, sir! When full guard and band were 
called away to the quarter-deck for the 
reception of distinguished visitors, or to 
attend the official goings and comings 
of the admiral, Mike formed up to the 
left of the left guide, facing the gang- 
way, motionless as a blob of ink on the 
white planking; until the Captain of 
Marines rasped out “Pr’sent—Hupp!” 
and the starched and shiny khaki ranks 
snapped up their rifles with one precise 
sound. Then Mike would elevate his 
smart slim body on his haunches, and 
stand as steady as the best of them. 
Placed so, he caught the eye of admirals 
and generals and others of the great, and 
received their compliments with com- 
posure. 

Private Mike enjoyed the esteem of 
his own admiral, and had the privileges 
of the admiral’s sacred hatch, and the 
admiral’s barge, should he desire to go 
ashore at other than boat-hours. It was, 
altogether, a good ship for a little dog, 
and he loved it; but he loved operations 
ashore best of all. “Away, Landing 
Force” always found his black head over 
the gunwale in the Marines’ boat, be- 
tween the automatic rifles. Ashore, he 


charged along the ramp, yapping ex- 
citedly, while the men doubled up from 
the landing to form on the road, and at 
“Squads right—March!” he swung 
smartly from the line of file-closers to 
his highest pride—a post one pace front 
and right of the Captain of Marines. 
This put him front and centre of the 
column; the Marines led the landing 
force, and Mike led the Marines. Oc- 
casionally he would drop back and leap 
at the captain’s hand, just to assure his 
officer that everything was going well; 
it was plain that he felt his honors and 


Mike would elevate his smart slim body 
on his haunches, and stand as steady as 
the best of them. 


responsibilities. Balboa, where the flag- 
ship lived at a buoy by the cross-roads 
of the world while not engaged in gov- 
ernment business up and down the sea, 
knew Mike and learned to look for him 
when the flag-ship’s people came ashore 

. A fine, taut little dog, elegant 
and ebony, his tail cocked at a three- 
quarter curve over his stern, leading 
three hundred sailors and Marines. 

It is pleasant to relate that his conduct 
was for the most part exemplary—as 
was the guard’s—under the hand of that 
large, jovial, and competent officer, Cap- 
tain Steve Blade. Mike’s book showed 
only one offense, a regrettable A. W. O. 
L., for which his commanding officer 
awarded him a week’s solitary on dry 
bones and water. It was well known 
that a low Costa Rican slut from Port 
Limon was to blame; King David also 
fell. Nor did Mike sulk under punish- 
ment; discipline must be maintained, and 
his captain knew just where to tickle a 
little dog’s ears, and when one can be 


tickled without loss of dignity. Mike 
was convinced that Captain Steve was 
a god, greater even than the big first 
sergeant. 

But in the fulness of time Captain 
Steve Blade accomplished his sea duty, 
and his relief reported aboard. Mike 
heard the Marines discussing it in No. 
7 gun-compartment. “Yeah —a 
tall, skinny captain. Came off in the 
6.20 boat. His name—exec.’s writer told 
me his name—whatinell was _ that 
name ?—” “Anybody know him? What’s 
he done?” “Bozo, he says he’s heard 
of him—very diff'rent from Cap’n Steve, 
he is . .” “You said it! They’re 
all diff’rent from Cap'n Steve!— What 
was it Bozo heard? ” Such mat- 
ters are always of uneasy interest to the 
files, and Mike, his beady eyes going 
from face to face, sensed the uneasiness 
and was troubled. The curl went out of 
his tail, and he turned in early that 
night. 

Next day was Saturday—commanding 
officer’s inspection. Mike stood this cere- 
mony on the gun-deck, with his bunkie, 
the police sergeant. When the gold and 
white of the naval uniforms went by, 
there was a new officer in khaki with 
Cap’n Steve—the new Captain of Ma- 
rines. Mike was brought up to be intro- 
duced, and surrendered his paw without 
enthusiasm. He was sure he would not 
like this fellow. He listened attentively 
to the talk of transfers that went around 
later. (There’s always such talk.) In 
the afternoon, Captain Steve Blade’s 
non-commissioned officers rowed him 
ashore in the whale-boat, and Mike never 
saw him again. 

Now, an outfit takes its tone from its 
officers. Napoleon said once: “There are 
no bad regiments. There are only bad 
colonels.” Given proper recruit-train- 
ing and decent non-coms, an organiza- 
tion will hang together and function 
after a fashion, but the officer transmits 
or kills the delicate thing called morale, 
that makes all the difference between a 
good outfit and a bad one. The new 
captain understood this as well as any 
man. He had taken over a _ splendid 
weapon, this guard: 103 Marines, 80 
rifles, 2 machine guns, and the 37-milli- 
metre gun for landing force; it was an 
organization proved and competent and 
regarded with schooled respect by more 
than one frustrated Latin-American 
junta. He set himself diligently to learn 
it in all its parts, and to get the con- 
fidence of his people. The way to do 
that is to know your job—all your job— 
everything about it. The guard was 
quick to realize that, while this bird 
lacked the expansive personality of 
Cap’n Steve, he knew his stuff. He 
didn’t talk much, but what he said meant 
something. And he did things. The 
guard conceded, somewhat grudgingly, 
that they were getting on about as well 
as ever. All except Mike, who was not 
consoled. When the new captain—who 
liked little dogs, in moderation—whistled 
to him one morning and would have 
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fraternized, Mike affected not to hear, 
and retired under the overhang of the 
after turret, where he would not be sub- 
jected to the indignity of caresses. The 
guard, standing in ranks for Quarters, 
observed. The snub was utter and di- 
rect. Mike would have none of him. 
Dragged out by a scandalized sergeant, 
his manner plainly said that he would 
carry on if he had to—but as to permit- 
ting any familiarities, he’d see that cap- 
tain in hell first. 

The situation was more distressing 
when the landing force went ashore for 
drill Private Mike, openly insubordi- 
nate, hid under the 3-inch field-piece. He 
was carried over the side, regretting the 
day that he was born, and when the line 
swung into column and took the road, 
Mike was in the line 
of file-closers, with 
his tail at half-mast. 
Such a thing had 
never been seen 
before; the files 
stretched their necks 
at it, and the squads 
wavered all ways at 
once, so that the 
commander, landing 
force, a three-striper 
and a violent man, 
sent an orderly to 
the Captain of .Ma- 
rines: “Sir, the com- 
mander’s compli- 
ments, and the com- 
mander says what 
in hell is the matter 
with the dress of the 
first company ?” 
Things were not so 
good, and continued 
so. “Yuh take a 
dawg, a dawg’s got 
an instinct about 
things,” said the 
croaker of the guard 
darkly. “Yuh know, 
Bozo said he heard 
somethin’ about 
this 


One morning, about the start of 
the rainy season, the flag-ship lay at her 
buoy by the cross-roads of the world, 
and the hard-driven deck division, hav- 
ing scrubbed down with sand, were clear- 
ing for muster. The bright-work winked 
in the sun, and the colors blew out in a 
little wind from the open sea. The ad- 
miral took the air on his quarter-deck, 
his satellites around him. The ship hum- 
med with ordered activity. Into this 
came a radio—and by some mysterious 
underground, all hands and the blue- 
jackets’ cat, Nig, knew its contents al- 
most before the Marine orderly was out 
of the flag-office with it. There were 
bugles, and yeomen dashed around in all 
directions, colliding violently with the 
commander’s, the captain’s, and the ad- 
miral’s marine messengers. The engi- 
neer officer, who had been having a quiet 
pipe aft, scuttled below to his engines. 
The fat paymaster bawled for a boat 
and hustled ashore with a working party 
to lay in ice and things. The admiral’s 
barge foamed out with such of the staff 
as slept ashore. In their compartment, 
the Marines scoured rifles already 
speckless, and certain enthusiasts sharp- 
ened their bayonets with a file stolen 
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from the armory. The gunnery-sergeant 
overhauled his ordnance, and the prop- 
erty-sergeant struck up field-equipment. 
The commander and his heads of de- 
partment held conferences all over the 
place, and the ensigns of the landing 
force feverishly refreshed their minds 
from the Army Training Manual. 
Three hundred miles north, at Puerto 
Dios, a nervous consul, having sent 
frantic radios to everybody he could 
think of, called on God, wished poig- 
nantly that he had taken up the ministry 
instead of the consular profession, and 
turned again to his charts and mileage 
tables, sweating profusely all over the 
consular stationery. For General Sang- 
rado was coming down from the moun- 
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eral Sangrado so strikingly put it, been 
scattered in ignoble confusion, like buz- 
zards when the eagle of the mountain 
swoops. This did not help. To cap it 
all, the consular doors were continually 
bursting open to admit emphatic crea- 
tures of the Fruit Company, who told 
the consul that something must be done: 
get the United States fleet down here, 
If not, letters will be written to Wash- 
ington. And talked a lot of wash about 
supine and incompetent political job- 
holders. 

“Job-holders!” reflected the consul bit- 
terly. Anybody could have his job for 
two cents Mex. This was the third time 
the country had been liberated in a year 
and a half. You got tired of it. The 
last time, an elegant 


+ 


parlor piece hed 
brought down from 
Iowa—stuffed scarlet 
tanagers, under glass 
—had been quite 
ruined by a stray 
bullet. And the time 
before that, a libera- 
tor had run off with 
the consul’s pigskin 
puttees and portable 
typewriter. The con- 
sul calculated, for 
the fourth time, the 
sea miles from Bal- 
boa to Puerto Dios. 
Meanwhile, the 
flag-ship was stand- 
ing out to sea. The 
chief had lit off 
every can; the black 
gang was set for 
watch and_ watch. 
All the hands whose 
duties permitted 
were gathered on 
the fo’e’sle, Mike, 
emerged from _ his 
| cafard, among them, 


He picked up the Springfield and emptied the magazine, squeezing off every shot. 


tains—General Sangrado, the liberator, 
with the Army of Liberation, its appetite 
whetted with the loot of the capital. The 
general’s manifestos sped before him 
like leaves before the gale. Several of 
these interesting documents lay on the 
consul’s desk, flung there by certain 
heads of government, who had come with 
lamentable cries to take refuge in the 
consul’s cellar, and firmly refused to 
take refuge anywhere else. Like The- 
mistocles, or whoever it was, they said 
they sought sanctuary under the egis 
of the great Republic of the North. The 
consul reread a manifesto in which Gen- 
eral Sangrado described himself as the 
Scourge of God, and mentioned particu- 
larly his methods with the corrupt and 
unspeakable minions of envious foreign 
nations, who polluted the sacred soil of 
the motherland by their robberies, and 
shielded traitors from justice. It was, 
the consul reflected, especially unfortu- 
nate that the captain-general, Angel 
Beaucrucis, whose federal army had been 
driven out of the capital, was at that 
minute hiding on the premises. The 
captain-general’s federal army was also 
in town, assuaging its bruised honor with 
the rum of the country, having, as Gen- 


where the ship’s 
singer, his brown 
throat bare, sang a 
song he’d made to 
the tune of “Spanish Ladies”: 


“Farewell and adieu to you, Panama 


mammas— 
Farewell and adieu to you, Balboa 
janes 


“Expedite,” the radio said. Good 
enough; the old flag-ship had exceeded 
her designed speed in her first fight, 
when she expedited to get a shot at 
Cervera, the time that valiant man of 
Spain came out of Santiago to be sunk. 
And now her veteran engines again dug 
up extra knots—ten—twelve—even to 
nineteen she mounted; then settled to a 
steady eighteen knots and held on with 
a white bone in her teeth across the blue 
sea, so that her mud-hook rumbled down 
off Puerto Dios just after midnight some 
twenty hours later. The town was, for 
the most part, dark; nothing seemed 
to be afire. The Fruit Company’s radio 
had communicated that General Sang- 
rado planned to attack the next morning; 
he was bivouacking at the foot of the 
hills, inland. The consul, who came off 
in a shore-boat and climbed the sea- 
ladder like a cat, confirmed all this and 
said he thanked God for the navy. The 
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landing force embarked, and went ashore 
to get between the liberator and the 
town. 

Puerto Dios is on a point, very pretty 
as you come in from sea—low red roofs 
and pastel-tinted walls, seen through the 
palms, and a sea-wall the Conquistadores 
built, where white surf makes eternal 
agitation. The railroad to the capital 
follows the old Camino Real, passing in- 
land behind a ridge that starts out of 
town and angles away from the sea. 
This country beyond the ridge is covered 
with palmetto scrub; the Fruit Com- 
pany’s limitless plantations run the 
other way, up the coast. The landing 
force, five companies and the artillery 
section, felt its way through the dark to 
the beginning of the ridge, 
and filed along it to posi- 
tion, its right on the road, 
and the Marines extending 
the left. 

It is not easy to take | 
position at night on a ter- 
rain you have never seen, 
guided by a doubtful map 
and a Jamaican consular 
clerk who fancied that Gen- | 
eral Sangrado was twelve 
feet high and ate nigger | 
babies. The landing force 
swore as_ spiny plants | 
pricked their knees and 
mosquitoes got home on 
their hot necks, but they | 
took up their ground. In- 
land from the ridge they 
could see a great many 
twinkling lights; the Jamai- 
can said these were the 
camp-fires of the Army of 
Liberation. The Marines, 


who had the best view, 
watched them hopefully. 
“Reckon those birds’ll 
fight ? ” “Well, if they 


don’t find out it’s us, they 
may give us a shot .. . 
no such luck, though.” “Aw, 
they might—at ten to one, 
if they thought we had our 
pants down—but they don’t 
fight—” “Well, how come 
the captain is rammin’ us 
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comin’. If they do come along, fall 
back on me, keepin’ contact. If they are 
too close, file around the left—I’ll watch 
for you. And report back!” Himself, 
he took his bugler, and went along the 
ridge beyond the flank. 

The light was strengthening; the sky 
glowed like an opal. The captain ran 
over his orders as he walked: “This is 
not punitive; it’s entirely to maintain 
peace and protect lives and property in 
Puerto Dios. You are not to fire unless 
fired on, and then only in self-defense. 
You will not advance beyond this ridge. 
We are not taking sides with anybody— 
they can fight all they want to outside 
of Puerto Dios, but they can’t fight 
there!” “Huh! Liable to run on us 


Five 


shooting; a dog—Mike, surely—barked. 
The captain ran toward it, his pistol out. 
German fellow had his points forward, 
like a sensible man. The captain came 
upon a marine, behind a palmetto; the 
man, his shoulder against the trunk, was 
striving desperately to straighten his 
sagging knees and get his rifle up—you 
could see his back-muscles strain, and 
there was a bright stain, widening, on 
his shirt. As the captain reached him, 
his knees gave way, and he dived on his 
face. Ahead the scrub cleared a little, 
and, beyond, straw sombreros bobbed 
among the fronds, and rifles flashed; the 
tang of smokeless powder caught your 
nose. The captain considered that he 
could not be sure with his gat. He re- 
turned it, picked up the 
Springfield, and emptied the 


magazine, squeezing off 
every shot. There were 
screams and a groan, and a 
receding trampling. He 
was aware of Private Mike, 
his four legs planted, his 
little black face quite furi- 
ous. Laboring—it is no 
light matter for a 150- 
pound man to get another, 
quite as heavy, on his back 
and walk up-hill—he hauled 
his marine across his 
shoulders some way, caught 
up the rifle, and started 
back. It was not pleasant. 
A great many rifles seemed 
to be attending him, and he 
couldn’t run. But the pal- 
metto was some cover, and 
he noted with satisfaction 
> that none of the shots came 
from this side of the place 
where a man still screamed 
in a curious choked voice. 
“Damn it, in a war I’d get 
a Medal of Honor for this. 
Now nobody will see me, 
and if they did, it ain’t a 
war, anyhow!” He reached 
the shelter of the crest, 
eased his man down, and 
felt with practised fingers. 
“Raked his lungs — high. 
Hell! The bird’s dead!” He 


around in the dark this 
away—why don’t we wait?” oo. 
“Shucks! he never fought 
anybody but the Germans 
and people like that. This 
war’s diff’runt .” “Pipe down, you 
animals—” “Automatic rifles—Aye, aye, 
sir!” “Mike’s up forward—Sergeant 
Hughes is carryin’ him 4g 

As well as he could in the dark, the 
captain sited his line and noted that the 
lights over yonder were going out. 
Nearly dawn; stars were getting pale; 
the air was gray with dawn. As the 
country revealed itself, he was concerned 
about his left— “No such luck as their 
fightin’-—but in case they do—mustn’t 
miss a chance have to get my 
flank on something. Consul says 
this Sangrado has a very smart Ger- 
man—ex-officer—with him. That 
scrub forward—that’s the way they’ll 
come; if there’s one savvy soldier among 
‘em—not by the road—Corporal Snair! 
take your squad and cover the front of 
the company—extend a little past my 
left—go a hundred yards or so from the 
foot of the ridge and see if anything’s 


a fussed and perspiring Scourge of God came in under a 


white flag as big as a table-cloth. 


here, unbeknown-like, and somebody will 
get hurt. Nice position, though—Hi! 
Music, is that a ravine yonder?” 

It was a ravine, starting near the top 
of the ridge and cutting back toward the 
sea. “Rest my flank on that—Music! 
beat it back to the gunnery-sergeant 
and tell him to bring his guns up here— 
on the double! Then tell Mr. Godby to 
extend the infantry platoon until he con- 
nects with me—” The music galloped 
off, and the captain lit a cigarette and 
studied the lie of the land. 

Down in the palmetto scrub, at the 
foot of the ridge, he heard movement. 
That would be the left-flank man; he 
started down toward it. Then there was 
a lot of movement—several men—“Cor- 
poral must have met somethin’. That’s 
a whole squad—filin’ left—” There was 
a high Latin shout, and a shot—a Mau- 
ser! A spatter of shots, and the unmis- 
takable answer of a Springfield. More 


looked anxiously toward 
the centre—out farther than 
he thought—there they 
were, coming on the run. 
“Here you are, sergeant! 
Get into battery right here. Lay num- 
ber one on that road, and number two— 
about eleven o’clock—range 250——” 
Te naval officer commanding came 
now, on the skyline with a comman- 
deered horse. “What force they got? 
Get anybody? Can’t see-a thing from 
the right! a 
“Quite a few in the scrub, sir. Got 
one of my outposts. Mind yourself, sir 
—shooting at you 2 
“Mind, yourself! They shoot first? 
Go on—rake out that scrub a little—got 
to attract their attention. .” And 
the heavy Brownings came into action— 
The rest was without incident. The 
German fellow knew at once it wasn’t 
the federals, and bade good-by to the 
Minister of War’s portfolio that he had 
counted on. Presently a fussed and per- 
spiring Scourge of God came in under a 
white flag as big as a table-cloth to get 


(Continued on page 55) 
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THIRTY BUCKS 


SAVE had just returned from 
4 one of those trips he makes 
“| for the fruit company. This 
4 \ last time he had gone to 

44.40) some of the little banana 
* republics down in Central 
America. When he came to the office 
to turn in his report he stopped to tell 
us of a little incident that occurred. But 
let him tell it in his own words: 

“During the war I served a hitch with 
the Marines, and part of the time I was 
down at the Charleston Navy Yard. We 
had a dandy outfit there; just like a big 
family, it was. I had a buddy, of course, 
a lad of about my own age. Wall was 
his name. He came from some town out 
in Arizona. Nice kid, he was -_ 

“Well, sir, we took to each other like 
two school girls, always went ashore to- 
gether unless one or the other was on 
watch. 

“IT had been around the world a bit 
and seen lots of places and things, but 
Wall hadn’t. He was just a small-town 
kid. Anyway we agreed to stick to- 
gether when we got out of the outfit, 
after the war was over. We'd go 
around, get jobs together, make some 
money and perhaps start a little busi- 
ness somewhere. But we were not to get 
married. . . . We agreed on that, 
firmly. Of all things, that would break 
up our partnership, and we wanted to 
stick together. So we'd both stay single 
and everything would be hunky-dory. 

“Our arrangement was getting along 
nicely. When we got into a black-jack 
game or shot craps we'd split even, win 
or lose. But that was what started the 
whole thing to going wrong, a blankety- 
blank black-jack game. 

“We were playing together as usual 
and happened to have the deal. I 
handled the cards while he had the bank, 
paying and collecting, mostly paying. It 
seemed that we were just having a run 
of hard luck, and the cards didn’t seem 
to fall quite right for us. The bank 
began to look rather slim and some of 
the players questioned the bank’s ability 
to pay all bets. I had a _ gambler’s 
hunch that our streak of hard luck was 
soon to change, so I pulled out my bill- 
fold and showed three tens. That wasn’t 
much, of course, but we were only get- 
ting a dollar a day, and thirty bucks 
looked pretty big then. The deal was on 
when someone piped up: 

“‘*Hey you card sharps, th’ Officer of 
th’ Day is comin’.’ 

“That was the signal for every one to 
grab stakes and cards and look innocent 
Some stayed and stalled at just talking, 
some got up and walked away. Wall 
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and I strolled off laughing and acting 
as though the O. D. was going to be a 
big surprise to us when he walked in. 

“He came in; it was just a shave tail, 
anyway, and he was hunting some of the 
day’s guard. After he went out the gang 
all gathered up to go on with the game. 
Then I realized that my thirty bucks 
were gone. I whispered to Wall to watch 
out, that I had lost my money and he 
had all the bank. We went on with the 
game, saying nothing about it to any- 
one, but hoping that we could win so 
no one would know how near the rocks 
we had been. No-luck, though—next 
hand we went broke and had to quit the 
game. 

“That same evening I had to stand a 
watch and when I came in, of course, I 
asked for my buddy. Some of the fel- 
lows told me he had gone ashore. I 
knew he was broke the same as I was 
but just supposed he had borrowed 
enough to make a liberty. There -was 
nothing unusual about that, so I hit the 
hay. 

“Well, sir, you know when I talked to 
him at reveille, next morning, he up and 
told me he had gone ashore and got 
himself married. It knocked me for a 
row of mess kits; I'll say it did. That 
son-of-a-gun, after us making a pact 
that we would never get married. We 
had always gone out with the girls, and 
all that. You know how Marines are 
that way. But there had never been 
anything mushy. And then he went and 
got married. When I was able to think 
straight again, I asked him: 

“*Who was the frill?’ ‘How come he 
to tie up to her?’ ‘Why?’ And a lot 
of other questions. 

“Then he told me that he’d borrowed 
half a buck and got into another game 
and run it up until he had enough to go 
ashore. Down town he met this girl: 
he had never seen her before. But she 
was a peach, to hear him tell it. To 
make a long story short, she fell for 
him and he flopped for her, forgot all 
our plans and went and married her. She 
was from some little town off some- 
where and had no folks to keep her from 
doing as she pleased. She was out of a 
job, and hungry, and it pleased her to 
tie onto my buddy. 

“That little marrying stunt of his 
busted up our partnership right there. 
When I wasn’t on watch I hung around 
the barracks and read, and every minute 
that Wall could get away, he would beat 
it to town to be with her. He kept after 
me to go along and meet her, but I was 
hurt and mad and wouldn’t go. 

“Then one day one of the bunch tip- 


ped me off that Wall had picked up my 
dough the evening of the game when [| 
had lost it. I hadn’t told anyone but 
Wall that I had lost it, so I asked this 
guy if Wall had gotten into a game after 
| had gone on watch. He told me that 
as soon as I had left, Wall dressed in 
his liberty clothes and went ashore. That 
was the limit. 

“T resolved then, that I’d get even if 
I never did another thing. The lad that 
I'd called my buddy had swiped my 
money when he knew I'd have given it 
to him if he had asked for it. Then on 
top of that he lied to me about it, and 
worst of all, he went and got married 
on my money. 

“Well, it was too late to do anything 
about the marriage, but I swore I'd get 
the money back a hundred-fold. That 
was my figure. I’d nick him somehow, 
sometime, for three thousand berries, and 
maybe I'd teil him why. That would 
depend on how I got the money, though. 

“Tt wasn’t long before I managed to 
get on a detail going across the pond. 
They put me in a machine gun outfit. | 
liked that; I felt like I wanted to kill, 
and kill, and kill. I was that mad. And 
it didn’t much matter what became of 
me, I wasn’t worrying about that part 
of it. We were kept pretty busy at 
Shatoo Theery and Beloo Woods and a 
lot of other places that I don’t remem- 
ber and some others that I can’t spell 
anyway or even say them. But it kept 
my mind off that trick Wall done me or I 
guess maybe I’d have gone crazy. That 
was while we was fighting, but, on the 
transport, coming back, I planned a dozen 
different ways of getting back at Wall. 

“After several centuries I found my- 
self out of uniform and in civies again. 
I went back to Charleston to try and put 
my plans into effect. Most of the old 
gang at the barracks were gone; some 
paid off, some transferred, but I finally 
located an old sergeant who told me 
that he thought Wall and his wife had 
separated and the boy had gone back to 
his folks after he was paid off. The wife 
had gone off somewhere else. ‘That ap- 
peared to be the last I’d hear of Wall 
unless I cared to follow him up. That 
pleasure would have to wait until he had 
time to take it worth my while. 

“I wandered around a while then in 
a streak of good luck I ran onto this job 
with the fruit company. Because I could 
talk a little Spanish and knew something 
of the spiggoties, they began sending me 
on trips to arrange fruit shipments for 
them. These trips take me to lots of 

(Continued on page 54) 
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“How’ll You Have Your Eggs?” 


In Which an Overseas Marine Looks Back Ten Years—At Quantico 
By Lt. MILTON V. O’CONNELL, VU. S. Marine Corps Reserve 


OW’LL you have your eggs, 
sir?” It was a messman ask- 
ing us the question—and the 
other twenty-odd reserve offi- 
cers of the third camp won- 
dered why we burst into loud and rau- 
cous laughter. 

So did the messman. 

But the irony of the situation—the 
question—and the surroundings made us 
laugh. We had discovered the slogan 
for the “best war we ever fought.” 

This is a nation of slogans. Every- 
thing from “Semper Fidelis” to “When 
better cars are built,” etc., stands for 
something in our modern American ex- 
istence. Without a slogan one cannot 
elect a President, or fight a war—sell 
an automobile or a cake of soap. Even 
a noted Broadway producer has a slo- 
gan about “glorifying the American 
girl.” And the slogan of the reserve 
camp—at least to this former A. E. F. 
Leatherneck—was, “How’ll you have 
your eggs?” 

Using a movie expression, a “cut- 
back” of ten years was the main reason 
for the humorous outburst at the ques- 
tion of the messman. Even without 
closing our eyes, we could see the iden- 
tical mess-hall ten years previous. In 
fact we were actually in the same mess- 
hall then. And no one asked us “How’ll 
you have your eggs?” 

Horrible injury, sudden death and va- 
ried and assorted mayhem would have 
greeted such a facetious query ten years 
previous. 

For there weren’t any eggs, and there 
weren’t any messmen going about in- 
quiring how the Marine would like his 
breakfast served him. A _ messkit, a 
good place at the head of the line, and 
speedy eating so as to be ready for 
early “seconds” were then the prime 
requisites of a Marine who would chow 
well. 

And so, as long as the memory of this 
“war” of 1927 remains in the memory 
of at least one officer, the impression 
will be that the slogan of his first offi- 
cer’s camp was: 

“How’ll you have your eggs?” 

Which brings this citizen-soldier to 
several observations on the recent hitch 
of duty at Quantico. Looking at Quan- 
tico with the eyes of one who left it 
for France one dreary dawn about ten 
years previous, I got a totally different 
impression to that of many of ‘the offi- 
cers who were seeing the place for the 
first time. Half a dozen more of the old 
Fourth Brigade men who were in the 
same camp, probably saw the same 
sight, varied only according to their in- 
dividual experiences in 1917-18. 

Certainly Captain Buchanan, that gal- 
lant commander of a brave and war 
torn company must have seen some of 
the “ghosts” that walked for me., Surely 
Captain Foster, and Captain Frank 
Mallen, and the other overseas officers 


visualized the days of °17 and ’18—lived 
over again some of the hopes, the fears 
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and the thrill of those days. And it 
didn’t take any of the pathetic little 
name plates of dead Marines, hung over 
each bunk, to remind any of us of the 
last “shindig” that had taken us into 
—and out of—Quantico. 

The average soldier hasn’t time for 
“ghosts”—except the one that is sup- 
posed to parade and pass in review at 
the end of each month, bringing a pay 
envelope in its wake. But we of other 
soldiering days may be permitted old 
men’s privilege of looking backward, 
with looks which are well-fringed with 
sentiment and memories to be cherished. 
To me it seemed that beside me walked 
a ghost of green-uniformed men with 
steel helmets, and combat packs; bando- 
liers and bayonets. I saw them striding 
bravely but wearily into the jump-off 
spot at Soissons; I could see them drop- 
ping out of the camions at Lucy-le- 
bocage; I could see them wading 
through mud and water down the long 
slope that led to Limey and the twelfth 
of September. I could see them grimly 
marching out to die—and a lot of them 
I never saw again. 

Quantico is not different. Despite its 
new headquarters building; its new 
paved roads, and its statue of the Marine 
defying everyone in general, and an in- 
visible enemy in particular, Quantico is 
the same place it was in 1917. Only 
those who went out from its barracks 
then can realize this. It is the same 
old Quantico—just as the Corps is the 
same old Corps. Only individuals 
change, Quantico and the Corps go on. 

Barracks a little more rickety, some 
of them empty and silent; a few more 
new buildings, and different faces along 
the walks. That is all that’s different. 
It still is the place where they make 
men the nation depends upon for its 
security in distant lands—and forgets 
about until casualty lists begin to break 
into print. 

But, in the words of the favorite Brit- 
ish war-song, “Oh, oh, oh it’s a lovely 
war!” 

I mean the war of 1927, fought brave- 
ly and valiantly by we officers of the re- 
serve, God bless it! 

And lest any of you hardened, cynical 
old-timers of the regular service think 
it was any easy vacation for a lot of 
over-weight, out-of-condition business 
men to run that bayonet course, or swing 
a 30-30 as we used to, let the author’s 
record of fifteen pounds lost in two 
weeks speak for itself. And to add to 
that, it’s going to cost a bit of change 
to have the necessary cloth cut out of 
our now-too-big uniform’. Personally, 
in a white uniform that fit perfectly the 
first day of the camp, I can give an ex- 
cellent impersonation of “The Covered 
Wagon”—one that even Lon Chaney 
would envy! 

But oh what a lovely war! “How’ll you 
have your eggs?” “Lieutenant would 
you mind stepping into the car and be 
driven out to the bayonet and rifle 
range?” And—“if you please sir, here’s 


Seven 


your laundry nice and fresh.” Memories 
of scrubbing nights—and days—at “the 
Island,” and in Quantico when pants 
could be pressed on a flat board ‘with 
the back of a brush, persisted every time 
we wrote a laundry slip. 

And speaking of the laundry—what a 
shock and a joy as well it was to dis- 
cover my old platoon Commander, Lt. 
“Jimmy” Stanners, as “laundry officer!” 
Shades of Champagne (the front, not 
the drink)! If some of the old-timers 
could know that the finest scrapping, 
coolest directing line officer they ever 
knew was “Laundry Officer.” Not that 
it isn’t a good berth these days—so I 
am told—but somehow “Jimmy” Stan- 
ners will always stand out as a heroic— 
even if unusually sky-high-figure to his 
“boys” of the old 95th Company of the 
Sixth. But it was just one of the sev- 
eral changes that made this a different 
sort of war. 

And more of the changes we noted 
were: 

No blackjack games in the bunkhouse. 

None of the lovely little bed-tilting 
tricks by late-comers at night. 

No more “handshaking” for a good 
detail. 

No more hiking to work—we ride in 
style. 

Probably the most noticeable thing 
about the whole “hitch” was the recep- 
tion we “citizen-soldiers” got from our 
regular conferees of the Corps. _ Not one 
of us but imagined we would be objects 
of pity to old-time non-coms and officers. 
Not one of us entered the portals with 
the belief that we would be looked upon 
as rank “boots.” Maybe we were—but 
if so, it was skillfully disguised and hid- 
den, to the ultimate saving of our feel- 
ings. For which we render thanks and 
homage to our diplomatic fellow-officers 
of the regular service! And how we 
tried to soldier! Lieutenant “Joe” Hur- 
ley, now a Marine after serving through 
France with the glorious Twenty-third 
Infantry of the Second Division, could 
have been chosen as a model for the 
spirit with which the reserve officers 
soldiered. Joe is a highly successful 
Boston attorney, with little time (like 
most of us) to keep in physical trim 
needed to do bayonet and rifle work. 
But Joe soldiered well—even if he did 
spring subtle references to his “Army 
days” that resulted in a constant rapid- 
fire of comment from the ex-Leather- 
necks. 

But there was a bit of sadness in 
every one of us who went out to France 
from Quantico ten years ago. Some- 
how I know that we all could see the 


scenes of departure from camp for 
transports in the north. For myself, 
every time I passed hecdquarters, I 


could see the farewell which a parent 
took of his boyish soldier lad who never 
came back. For that reason I never 
could bring myself to walk through the 
empty barracks of the Sixth Regiment, 
lest I see the names of men I knew as 

(Continued on page 55) 
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Samuel Nicholas, “The Fightin’ Quaker” 


AO WE the information, there 
would be reason for talking 
about Nicholas’ first tooth and 
its subsequent influence upon 
our history. We would then 
follow this with several paragraphs, ap- 
propriately titled by such legends, as 
“Our Hero at School,” “His First Fight,” 
“Vacation Days.” But since the pages 
of history have never divulged the 
minutiae of Friend Samuel Nicholas’ 
early life, we are forced to begin by ob- 
serving events that happen to 


By LEW D. FELDMAN 


The following month witnessed the bap- 
tismal fire of the Leathernecks. 

Lord Dunmore, with the British force 
under his command, had collected a con- 
siderable store of arms and provisions 
at New Providence, in the Bahamas, and 
had done a great deal of injury along 
the Colonial coast, principally confining 
his attentions to the shore of Virginia. 
Commodore Hopkins had been ordered 
to proceed to Avaco in the Bahamas, 
where his squadron was to gather, and 


be recorded. 

On the 10th of November, 
1775, Congress adopted the fol- 
lowing resolution: 

Resolved: That two battalions 
of Marines be raised consisting 
of one Colonel, two Lieutenant- 
Colonels, two Majors, and other 
officers, as usual in other regi- 
ments; that they consist of an 
equal number of Privates with 
other battalions; that particular 
care be taken that no persons 
be appointed to offices, or en- 
listed into said battalions, but 
such as are good seamen, or so 
acquainted with maritime af- 
fairs as to be able to serve to 
advantage by sea when re- 
quired; that they be enlisted 
and commissioned to serve for 
and during the present war 
with Great Britain and the 
Colonies, unless dismissed by 
order of Congress; that they be 
distinguished by the names of 
the First and Second Battalion 
of Marines. 

It is apparent that the Conti- 
nental Congress intended the 
senior officer of Marines be a 
Colonel, but this rank was never 
conferred upon any Marine offi- 
cer during the Revolution. On 
the 28th of November, 1775, the 
Marine Committee of the Con- 
tinental Congress appointed 
Samuel Nicholas, of Philadel- 
phia, Captain of Marines. Why 
the Committee appointed Nich- 
olas in preferment to other can- 
didates for the office has never 
been fully explained; it made no mistake 
however. This gentle-appearing Quaker 
received the first commission issued in 
the Continental Naval Service. (This 
very commission is in the possession of 
Nicholas’ great-grandson, who now re- 
sides in Glen Ridge, N. J.) Captain 
Nicholas no sooner received official con- 
firmation of his appointment to office 
than he established recruiting headquar- 
ters at Tun’s Tavern, Philadelphia. 

By January of 1776, having recruited 
a sufficient number of Marines to man 
the seven (or was it eight) vessels that 
comprised the Continental Navy in the 
waters about Philadelphia, Captain 
Nicholas assumed command of the Ma- 
rine detachment of the “ALFRED.” With 
Commodore Hopkins in command, the 
“ALFRED” set sail from Philadelphia 
on the morning of the 4th of January. 
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MAJOR SAMUEL NICHOLAS 
Senior Marine Officer of the Revolution 


from there to operate against the force 
of Lord Dunmore. After an uneventful 
run, the squadron arrived at the rendez- 
vous. Here, the Commodore decided to 
make an attack on New Providence, cap- 
ture the enemy’s stores and cripple his 
supplies. Captain Nicholas was placed 
in command of the landing party, which 
consisted of about two hundred and fifty 
Marines and sailors. This, the first land- 
ing party ever,engaged in by Continen- 
tal Marines, was a complete success. 
“Skipper” Nicholas obtained possession 
of the fort without a single casualty. 
“The Marines under Captain Nicholas 
behaved with a spirit and steadiness that 
have distinguished the Corps from that 
hour down to this.” 

On the 6th of April, 1776, the Marines 
participated in the first naval battle be- 
tween an American squadron and the 


British. Evidently, His Majesty’s Ship 
“GLASGOW,” commanded by Lord 
Howe, had blundered across the path of 
the squadron. Captain Nicholas re- 
ported that he went to bed at midnight, 
and at 1:30 a. m. he was awakened by 
the cry of “All hands to Quarters!” He 
goes on . . . “We were soon ready 
for action, the main body of my com- 
pany with my First Lieutenant, was 
placed in a barge on the main deck, the 
remaining part, with my Second Lieu. 
tenant and myself on the Quar- 
terdeck.” Second Lieutenant 
John Fitzpatrick fell dead by 
the side of Captain Nicholas, at 
the first broadside “shot by a 
musket-ball through the head!” 
Nicholas writes of him, “In him 
I have lost a worthy officer, sin- 
cere friend and companion, that 
was beloved by all the ship’s 
company.” 

On the 25th of June, 1776, 
Congress placed “Samuel Nich- 
olas at the head of the Marines 
with the rank of Major.” At 
this time the fleet was concen- 
trated off Rhode Island. Ac- 
cordingly, Commodore Hopkins 
was advised to send the “Quaker 
Skipper” to Philadelphia, with 
dispatches for the Continental 
Congress. It must have been 
with a justified sense of pride, 
mingled with characteristic hu- 
mility, that Nicholas reported to 
John Hancock, President of the 
Congress. With the notification 
of his promotion to a majority, 
he was ordered to report to the 
Marine Committee. This au- 
gust body had ill-tidings in store 
for the Major. Instead of com- 
plying with Nicholas’ request 
that he be returned to the fleet, 
the Committee detached him 
from the “ALFRED” and or- 
dered him to remain in the city, 
“to discipline four companies of 
Marines and prepare them for 
service as Marine guards for 
the frigates on the stocks.” We 
cannot help but agree with the 
Major that the assignment was 
an unwelcome expression of gratitude 
for services rendered. However, duty is 
duty, then as now; he set energetically 
to work recruiting the desired number 
of men. Having recruited and thor- 
oughly organized four companies, he 
requested arms and equipment for them. 
Congress complied by directing the 
Secret Committee on August 22, 1776, to 
“deliver to Major Nicholas a number of 
muskets, sufficient to arm the Marines 
under his command in the city of Phila- 
delphia.” Consequently, November found 
a “well-organized, well-equipped, and 
well-disciplined battalion of Marines 
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housed in comfortable barracks.” 

In December, 1775, he wrote to Con- 
gress, “The enemy, having overrun the 
Jerseys, and our army being greatly re- 
duced, I was ordered to march with three 

(Continued on page 50) 
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Do Not Forget The Red Cross Roll Call 


HE MARINE, like most mem- 
bers of Uncle Sam’s fighting 
forces, often finds himself in 
a peculiar position. He is 
confronted at times with the 

identical problems that face the civilian 

but, unlike the civilian, he is not free 
to do all that his judgment may dictate 
toward meeting them. 

His first obligation is to his Govern- 
ment and he is not at liberty to come 
and go as he pleases. He is subject to 
rules and regulations and is at all times 
under the discipline essential to the 
proper functioning of the Corps. 

His superior officers are willing and 
anxious to assist him in his difficulties 
and so long as his problems are 
of a purely military nature they 
are in a position to do so. But 
when a Marine is faced with diffi- 
cult family troubles or other 
problems of a purely civilian na- 
ture, he and his officers require cer- 
tain cooperation and assistance in 
their solution. 

As he is in a military status and 
his family in a civilian status, this 
cooperating agency must neces- 
sarily be a nation-wide organiza- 
tion whose workers, on the one 
hand are familiar with family 
problems and the best methods of 
solving them, and, on the other 
hand, must have an understanding 
of military life in order to deal 
with the Marine and his command- 


ing officer. 
The American flag and _ the 
Red Cross flag are inseparable. 


Whether the Marine be in New 
York or San Francisco, the Philip- 
pines, the Canal Zone, or Haiti, 
the American Red Cross is there 
to serve him. To its representa- 
tives the Marine can go for counsel 
and advice and material help in 
dealing with these problems of a 
civilian nature. 

At practically all army, navy, 
and Marine Corps posts, stations, 
and hospitals, the Red Cross main- 
tains field service. By strategic 
placing of its representatives so 
that they can cover any town near 
their own adjacent stations, this Red 
Cross service has been made available 
to practically all personnel of the mili- 
tary and navy establishments including 
those on duty in insular and foreign 
territory. 

Briefly, the purpose of this service is 
to supplement the efforts of the military 
and naval authorities when and where 
needed and to do the essential things 
that the Government obviously cannot 
do because of the lack of necessary com- 
munity organizations upon which such 
service is dependent for success. 

In practically every county in the 
United States there is a Red Cross chap- 
ter. They number three thousand two 
hundred. When Private Tom Jones gets 
a letter from home telling him his wife 
or mother is ill, he cannot be there to 
see that whatever is necessary is done. 
But no matter where he is he can go 
to his Red Cross. The field director, 
working through the Red Cross chapter 


in the Marine’s home town, will act as 
his personal representative and will, in 
a sense, take the place of the absent Ma- 
rine in meeting whatever problems are 
precipitated. 

This, of course, is only one example 
of the many services the Red Cross ren- 
ders the country’s military forces in 
times of peace. From the following sum- 
mary of these services can be gleaned 
some idea of the importance of the Red 
Cross organization to service men: 

To arrange for furnishing social, medi- 
cal, financial or legal relief to families 
of service men in distress. 

To assist in locating families or rela- 
tives for service men and to aid families 


or relatives to locate men in service. 

To afford helpful advice on welfare 
matters for families of service men. 

To aid in securing employment for 
members of service men’s families. 

To furnish information about the Gov- 
ernment program, such as insurance, en- 
listment allowance, adjusted compensa- 
tion, allotment, etc., and to assist in 
handling difficulties which may arise, 
for the service men and their families. 

To assist in solving business problems 
of the service men and their families. 

To encourage communication between 
the men and their families. 


To secure information relative to home 
conditions, at the request of military and 
naval authorities so as to enable the con- 
sideration of questions of discharge and 
furlough. 

To give helpful advice to discharged 
disabled men returning home and assist 
them in reestablishing themselves in 
civilian life. 


To obtain for medical authorities so- 
cial and medical histories which will as- 
sist such officers in arriving at correct 
diagnoses of certain conditions and en- 
able them to consider questions of medi- 
cal care. 

To make loans to service men, enabling 
them to take advantage of a furlough 
for the purpose of recuperating from 
illness or to return home because of 
serious illness or death in the immediate 
family, when such men or their families 
are without sufficient funds for the pur- 
pose, and when commanding officers 
recommend. 

To coordinate and conduct recreational 
and entertainment activities for 
convalescents in Army and Navy 
hospitals. 

To visit the wards of the hos- 
pitals regularly for the purpose of 
bringing to light problems that 
might be preying on the minds of 
the patients, thereby retarding 
their recovery, and to work out the 
solution of such problems with 
the cooperation of Chapters and 
the medical authorities. 

In case of serious or prolonged 
illness to send bulletins to families, 
the frequency of which depends 
upon the seriousness and nature of 
the ailment. 

To look after the comfort and 
interests of relatives, who may be 
summoned to the bedside of serv- 
ice men. 

To write letters for patients un- 
able to do so themselves and to 
encourage families to write cheer- 
ful letters to them. 

In addition to the social service 
and recreational activities con- 
ducted by the Red Cross in the 
general hospital of the Army and 
Navy, occupational therapeutics 
also is conducted in nine naval hos- 
pitals; Cases requiring ¢ertain 
muscular treatment, in order to re- 
gain motion and usefulness, are re- 
ferred by medical officers for this 
therapy service. Supervised occu- 
pation, as a method of overcoming 
restlessness, due to hospitalization 
over long periods of time is keenly 
appreciated by medical authorities. Thus 
this service is recreational as well as 
therapeutic and is of special value. 

During the Red Cross fiscal year, end- 
ing June 30, 1926, an average of 5,767 
service men per month received assist- 
ance from the organization. Approxi- 
mately $300,000 a year is expended in 
extending this service to the nation’s 
armed forces, and because of its recog- 
nized value, the Government has given 
it a distinct official standing. Its status 
has been set forth in circulars, and bul- 
letins issued by the War and Navy De- 
partments and by the Surgeons General 
of the Army and Navy. It is the official 
representative of the American people 
to render auxiliary and supplementary 
service to the country’s land and naval 
forces. 

The appreciation of the men in the 
service for their Red Cross is evident in 
the way they respond to the annual Roll 
Call, or membership enrollment. 
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History of the Gendarmerie D’Haiti 


This Resume, Written by Officers Under the Supervision of Their Commanding General, Shows What 
Marines Had to do With the History, Organization, and Development of the Gendarmerie 


FINAL INSTALLMENT 


They finally reached the leader’s camp 
in the darkness, where one of the Gen- 
darmes, posing as their leader, announced 
their errand and demanded a _ personal 
interview with Charlemagne. So elated 
at his supposed victory was the caco 
chief that he threw caution to the winds 
and allowed the party to be brought be- 
fore him. As soon as they arrived in 
his presence, Charlemagne recognized a 
white man, but before any action could 
be taken, Hannekin shot Charlemagne 
and the small force with him repelled 
resistance. In the darkness the cacos 
became confused and finally fled. This 
took place on a hill, which was so good 
a defensive position that the little band 
remained there, driving off with a ma- 
chine gun all attacks made on them. 

Before daylight, the word had gone 
forth that the attack on Grande Riviere 
had failed and that Charlemagne, the 
leader, had been killed. With Charle- 
magne dead, the back of the resistance 
was broken and the band scattered. The 
next day Hannekin and his men took the 
body of Charlemagne to Grande Riviere. 
The rest of the story is anti-climax. 
While isolated groups still continued to 
carry on bush warfare, it was not long 
before the situation was well in hand. 
Again the Gendarmes had stood the test 
of fire. 

But the country was not yet at peace. 
Charlemagne had an ambitious “General” 
named Benoit Batraville, who aspired to 
succeed the dead caco chief as the idol 
of the cacos. During Charlemagne’s 
campaign, Benoit had operated in the 
country to the south of the supreme 
leader’s territory. However, Benoit at 
that time never had the necessary force 
for more than desultory fighting. But 
in January, 1920, he managed to gather 
a force of approximately one thousand 
men. One night he suddenly rushed on 
Port-au-Prince, but the attack was 
broken up in the out-skirts of the city. 
Benoit’s forces had no real organization. 
They consisted principally of groups 
which had secretly mobilized in the coun- 
try around the capital, and, at the first 
sign of resistance, they broke and ran. 
But they left behind them many dead 
and wounded. In this attack, although 
aided by the Marines, the Gendarmes 
again proved their fighting ability. After 
this attack, there was no other important 
engagement with the cacos. Benoit took 
to the hills, but was finally killed in a 
fight by the members of a Marine patrol. 


With no strong leaders left, the cacos 
decided that discretion was the better 
part of valor, and, having amnesty of- 
fered to them, the leaders for the main 
part surrendered and what few bands 
remained out disbanded and disappeared. 
After this, the country entered into the 
era of peace which it still enjoys. 

An outstanding feature of the native 
enlisted personnel was their unfailing 
loyalty to their officers during all the nu- 
merous engagements, always greatly 
out-numbered, and with no hope of quar- 
ter if captured, they never failed to fol- 
low their leaders. The cacos made many 
attempts to induce desertion, surrenders 
or treachery with the offer of money and 
commissions as officers, but there was no 
instance where they failed to be loyal. 

In 1918, General Butler was relieved 
from his command as Chief of the Gen- 
darmerie d’Haiti and Colonel A. S. Wil- 
liams, who had been General Butler’s 
Chief of Staff, took command. He was 
relieved by Colonel F. M. Wise, in July, 
1919, who was in turn relieved by the 
present Chief, Lieutenant Colonel D. C. 
McDougal in April, 1921. 

Under the command of General Mc- 
Dougal, several innovations in addition 
to the various duties of the Gendarmerie 
were made, of which the following are 
the most prominent: (a) Aspirant Offi- 
cers’ School for Haitiens desiring com- 
missions in the Gendarmerie; (b) Ele- 
mentary educational school for Gen- 
darmes; (c) The permanent school for 
non-commissioned officers of the Marine 
Corps aspiring to commissions in the 
Gendarmerie, and (d) Regular Target 
Practice. 

The Aspirant Officers’ School for Hai- 
tiens aspiring for commissions in the 
Gendarmerie has completed two classes, 
whose candidates have received acting 
appointments as Lieutenants in the Gen- 
darmerie, and is one of the duties upon 
the Gendarmerie as provided in the 
Treaty, viz: The training of Haitiens to 
officer the Gendarmerie. 

The elementary educational school for 
Gendarmes is such that in each district 
class is held with a Haitien teacher pro- 
vided for that purpose, and has proved so 
successful that nearly all Gendarmes can 
read and write. Before the commence- 
ment of this school, 50 per cent of the 
Gendarmes could neither read nor write. 

The permanent school for non-commis- 
sioned officers of the Marine Corps aspir- 
ing to commissions in the Gendarmerie 
has proven a great success. This school 
teaches Haitien Law, the matter of the 
Constitution and Gendarmerie Agree- 
ment, French, Creole, Gendarmerie Ad- 
ministration and Accountability. It can 
well be seen that this is a necessary ad- 
junct to the Gendarmerie on account of 
its training value prior to entrance into 
regular duties and responsibilities. An 
examination is given to these non-com- 
missioned officers to determine their 
qualifications before they are actually 
commissioned. 


The inauguration of a thorough sys- 
tem of rifle practice along the lines of 
the system used in the Marine Corps 
was necessary. For it had been demon- 
strated in the caco campaigns that the 
Gendarmes, while faithful and brave, 
were greatly in need of target practice 
on the range. During the fighting it 
had been impossible to send them to 
places where they could properly receive 
this instruction, but, with the coming of 
peace, it was possible to allow detach- 
ments to go to the ranges which were 
constructed at all District Headquarters. 

While the Gendarmerie of today can 
match itself with any other unit of its 
kind, on the parade ground, in drills, pa- 
rades and reviews, etc., the systematic 
training of the Gendarmerie in rifle prac- 
tice was the forerunner of the most out- 
standing accomplishments in its history 
and the first event which won for it real 
international recognition. After the rifie 
range work had shown that a high per- 
centage of Gendarmes could qualify, the 
Chief of the Gendarmerie determined to 
enter a team in the Olympic Matches of 
1924, in France. The result surprised 
even the most enthusiastic friends of the 
Gendarmerie. General D. C. McDougal 
and Major H. L. Smith, both Marine 
Corps shots and leaders of Marine Corps 
Rifle Teams, went to France with the 
men they had trained, and, when they 
came back, after the matches, they were 
able to announce that their teams had 
tied France for second place in the team 
match with a score of only thirty points 
behind the winning American team, and 
that, in the Individual Matches, they 
had taken fifth, sixth, ninth and twelfth 
places out of eighty-four entrants from 
all nations. 

The result was one of the greatest sur- 
prises to the International Shooting Fra- 
ternity. 

It must be held in mind that, while the 
team was trained by Marines and that 
Marine Corps officers were Captain and 
Coach of the Team, the actual shooting 
was done by Haitiens. 

If there had ever been any doubt about 
the popularity of the Gendarmerie with 
the people of Haiti, it was dispelled 
when the team returned to Port-au- 
Prince from France. They received an 
ovation that fairly carried them off their 
feet. Thousands greeted them as they 
left the ship, and a great throng of 
cheering men and women followed them 
through the streets. Even the market 
women forsook their stands to join in 
the procession. 

In reading this story, every Marine 
should feel proud that this organization, 
which has accomplished so much for the 
welfare of Haiti, is the result of the hard 
and patient work of his own comrades. 
The Gendarmerie is the protege of the 
Marine Corps, and will always remain 
one of its proudest accomplishments. 

THE END. 
(See pictures on center insert.) 
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Tunney Displays Marine Training In Win 
Over Jack Dempsey 


By 2nd Lieut. Owen E. Jensen, Marine Corps Reserve 
Special Correspondent for “The Leatherneck” 
(Formerly Principal, School of General English Marine Corps Institute) 


WILL trounce Jack Dempsey 
when we meet Thursday night. 
I am not saying that I will 
knock him out. I am only 
saying that Dempsey is in 
for a beating.” The speaker was Gene 
Tunney, the man who is destined to make 
“prize fighting” a dead issue and who 
will make boxing an athletic sport that 
will take the world by its feet and in- 
duce reformers to sit at the ringside and 
cheer; it will truly be the “art of manly 
defense.” The listeners to this prophecy 
that came true to a “T” were correspond- 
ents at Cedar Crest, Lake Villa, Illinois, 
among whom was the writer. 

The day Tunney arrived at his training 
camp from Chicago, the writer spent 
forty-five minutes in his company, and 
during that time the heavyweight box- 
ing champion of the world showed an 
intense interest in the Marines. His 
face lighted up with a smile as he said, 
“T hear they are going to send Jiggs up 
here to keep me company.” Jiggs came 
and proved a winning mascot. 

On two occasions I was present at 
Tunney’s training camp after he began 
his workouts. He there showed the fans 
who assembled to give him the once over 
that he was a master of generalship and 
could punch as well. He displayed an 
uncanny knack of being able to cut 
through practically any defense his spar- 
ring partners could put up. He later 
proved as capable with Dempsey. 

Three days before the fight I talked 
with Gene Fowler, Herald and Examiner- 
Universal Staff correspondent, who said, 
as was published the following day, 
“Gene Tunney, in my opinion, will re- 
tain his title in his battle with Jack 
Dempsey at Soldiers’ Field Thursday 
night. He should win by a knockout in 
the eighth round. He seems certain to 
take the decision at the very least.” 
Fowler’s prediction came true, except 
for the knockout, and is noteworthy be- 
cause the article which Fowler wrote 
around his prediction was almost a true 
account of the battle as iit actually 
turned out to be. 

On the day of the battle Chicago was 
a bedlam of enthusiasm and there was 
no doubt in anyone’s mind, nor in mine, 
that Dempsey was by far the favorite. 
Chicago was for Dempsey before the 
fight. After—well, Dempsey had a lot 
of die-hards left, but Tunney won more 
friends that night than he did in the 
years since he won the A. E. F. cham- 
pionship in France. 

Chicago’s superb Soldiers’ Field, the 
fight Mecca of the world, seethed with 
humans who had paid almost two 
months of a buck private honorarium for 
the best seats to the show. In one sec- 


tion, entirely paid for by Tunney, sat 
all the wounded ex-Marines in Chicago’s 
Speedway Hospital and employees and 
attaches of Tunney’s training camp—all 


except Jiggs II. Twenty-five ex-Ma- 
rines, members of the drill team of Ma- 
rine Post of the American Legion, were 
seating directors. Marine officers pres- 
ent included Capt. Lewis B. Reagan, 
Acting Reserve Area Commander of the 
Central Reserve Area; Lieut. Geo. D. 
Hamilton, Chicago Recruiting Officer, 
and others. 

A battery of forty blazing lights hung 
directly over the ring, augmented by 
batteries of twelve lights on either side 
of the stadium, furnished the illumina- 
tion that seemed to blind the fighters. 
When Dempsey stepped into the ring he 
was greeted with a fairly huge ovation; 
as was Tunney, who came in over five 
minutes later. This delay was Tunney’s 
method of teaching a little Marine dis- 
cipline to Jack, who was dancing im- 
patiently and had a worried look on his 
face that some writers interpreted im- 
mediately as defeat. 

The famous robe which Gene wore in 
Philadelphia, presented te him by Ma- 
rines, was worn by Tunney. The blazing 
golden Marine emblem on the back was 
a signal for many to cheer him by 
shouting, “Show him what a Leather- 
neck can do!” Two famous radio stars 
parodied this at the fight in their broad- 
casting. One said, “Do you know why 
Dempsey can’t win against this Ma- 
rine?” “No,” was the answer. “Well, 
that man has a leather neck.” 

By this time all subscribers of The 
Leatherneck have read and re-read, per- 
haps, many accounts of the fight round 
by round. For this reason, I shall omit 
any special version of this feature. It 
is generally conceded by all sport writ- 
ers, however, that every round but the 
seventh went to Tunney. 

The trainer of Jim Jeffries, Bob Fitz- 
simmons, and other great fighters, Emil 
Thiry, said: “The seventh round was the 
only period I concede to Jack.” 


The fight was an exhibition on the 
part of Tunney that should convince the 
most skeptical that Gene is the master 
of Dempsey every day in the week and 
twice on Sunday. It seems that the 
special God that seems to watch over 
all Marines was watching over Tunney 
and that he has this to thank for being 
saved in that seventh round when the 
challenger had the champion flounder- 
ing. There is no doubt that Tunney was 
floundering for those ten seconds it took 
Dempsey to send the would-be knock-out 
punches home. Let me quote the ruling 
of the Illinois boxing commission anent 
that disputed count. “When knockdown 
occurs, the timekeeper shall immediately 
arise and announce the seconds audibly 
as they elapse. The referee shall first 
see that the opponent retires to the 
farthest corner, and then, turning to the 
timekeeper, shall pick up the count in 
unison with the timekeeper, announcing 
seconds to the boxer on the floor. Should 


the boxer on his feet fail to stay in his 
corner, the referee and timekeeper shall 
cease counting, until he has so retired.” 
This rule proves beyond the shadow of 
a doubt Dempsey’s error. 

Dempsey thought Tunney was out in 
that seventh, and stood over him, glow- 
ering. Only, James Joseph Tunney, man 
and gentleman, scholar and fighting Ma- 
rine, knew better. The Marines do not 
surrender. When Gene recovered and 
was on his feet, Jack had plenty of 
chance to get him, if he could. But 
once more Jack forgot to remember. But 
Jack was fighting, not thinking. Tunney 
was doing both and at that moment was 
conducting a strategic retreat. “Tunney 
had been through the most trying ordeal 
of his career and he stood the gaff with 
the fortitude of a lieutenant of Marines. 
That says it all about Gene, as one cor- 
respondent expressed himself. A splen- 
did tribute!” And also, “It was the big- 
gest boost the game ever had.” 

In the first six rounds Tunney was 
handling Dempsey like a very small boy 
who had been naughty. He was lam- 
basting him at will and with face and 
hair unruffled, made Jack Dempsey look 
as miserable as he no doubt felt. Tunney 
won because he was a thinker. His 
brain was sharper than the scathing claw 
of the Tiger Man, the Manassa Mauler, 
the Man Miller, or what have you. He 
was that night the very much cowed, 
though game, fighter. If his wits had 
been as nimble as his body he would 
have been champion of the world. But— 
the but that clouds many aspirations 
surely clouded Dempsey’s; he forgot to 
think. 

Tunney displayed knowledge of real 
military tactics. His strategic retreat 
the rest of that woeful seventh round 
proved this. And who is without honor 
among soldiers who wins a battle by 
good tactics? None. At 10:35 Tunney 
returned to his shell hole amid screams 
of delight from 145,000 souls. He was 
the image of perfect composure. Re- 
tention of that deliberate coolness was 
the one shining example of the fight. 
James O’Donnell Bennett, famous cor- 
respondent for the Chicago Tribune, 
said, “In one minute Tunney did more 
to endear himself to the American peo- 
ple than he hitherto had done in the 
eight years of his ring career.” 

The most famous member of the Ma- 
rine Corps Reserve never squealed. when 
Dempsey hammered the vicious foul rab- 
bit punches at his neck. Even his own 
seconds yelled at the referee to stop 
Dempsey’s rabbit blows. Nevertheless, 
Dempsey paid a good price for these 
blows for wallop after wallop found him 
squarely in the face and beribboned him 
until he was a perfect specimen of 
something the cat dragged in from an 


alley. This moved Dempsey’s manager 
Continued on page 51 
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AROUND GALLEY FIRES 
By “Doc” Clifford 
Honorary Chaplain, U. S. M. C. 


Tospend 
in evening 
with the men 
of the 30I1st 
Company, M. 


in Boston, is 
one of the 
pleasures 
that no visi- 
tor to the 
city should 
miss. It is no 
wonderthat 
Captain J. J. 
Flynn and 


“poe” Clifford D. Irwin are 
proud of their records, not only in secur- 
ing the Eastern Reserve Area Cup for 


general excellence, as recorded in our 
last issue, but for continuance of the 
spirit which is so conspicuous, even on 
“off-night,” as the occasion of my visit. 
Everything about the group betokened 
the devotion to the Corps and their 
duties, which always make an Officer 
proud of the Company to which he is ap- 
pointed. First Sergeant Hoeppner was 
in his element on the drill-field and with 
Gy.-Sgt. Andrews, Sgts. J. Buckley, 
Hays and Hotchkiss simply “carried on” 
with all the vim and energy of any of 
the finest regular detachments. On the 
Receiving Ship U. S. S. “Southery,” Ist 
Set. Robert R. Stock was alert as ever, 
ably seconded by Sgt. James A. Cana- 
van, together with Cpls. E. B. Altgilbers, 
Geo. W. Brand, Elmer Brown, Daniel A 
Hussey and Harold Jackson. The Chap- 
lain of the Boston Navy Yard, Lt. Com- 
mander A. E. Stone, has a fine attend- 
ance at his weekly service on the ship, 
and is delighted to maintain that close 
relationship with the Marines which 
characterized his cruise on the U. S. S. 
“Rochester.” 


The guard of the U. S. S. Utah, under 
Captain R. C. Anthony, fully come up to 
the standard of the Sea-going Marine, 
and while it was very pleasing to hear 
this from the lips of the vessel’s com- 
mander, Captain Littlefield, it was doubly 
pleasant to listen to the words of praise 
concerning them voiced by their Ist Set. 
“Scottie” MacLellan. Not only does one 
get a challenge to do what MacLellan 
offered to me, namely, to pick out from 
his roster any record and if it showed 
any mark to the detriment of the man 
he would treat me to a good dinner. I 
accepted the challenge with three at- 
tempts, but the word “Excellent” con- 
fronted me each time, and after a talk 
with the whole guard, I was firmly con- 
vinced that Mac knew his men and they 
measured up. 


Gy. Sgt. John Letcher, looking as 
usual, was also on the “Utah,” and with 
Sets. John P. Casperonis, Thomas J. 
Chapin and M. Rossbacher made a quar- 
tette of men who looked especially quali- 
fied. Cpl. Hugh Fay is, I understand, 
slated for promotion. The Company 
Clerk is Cpl. J. P. Curioni. Leroy E. Van 


C. Reserves, 


Lieutenant S. . 
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Cott, another Corporal, has been on the 
ship four years. By this time he should 
know his way through it in the dark 
The detachment has two excellent wrest- 
lers in the persons of Pfc. Wallace L. 
Stewart and Pfc. Gust P. Kachevas, and 
boxing is well taken care of by Pfc. Wm. 
C. Hanks. 


The Naval Ammunition Detachment 
at Hingham, Mass., is now officered by 
Captain Murray, who has quite a num- 
ber of years West Coast service to his 
name. It was strange to visit this lovely 
New England post, and not be greeted 
by Sgt. John Daley. Daley is now in 
China, rounding out his twenty years 
with all the pleasure of a new Recruit. 
First Sgt. Harry Clarke, with his family 
on their return from Haiti, came on to 
Hingham, and to all appearance, like it 
fine. The Mess Sgt., Harlan Austill, 
with 19 years service, beats Clarke by 
three years only. Sgts. Vernon R. 
Brown and Herman H. Groote have put 
in three and one-half (3%) and six (6) 
years respectively. Hingham’s Q. M. 
and Canteen Clerk is Leo Murray and 
has seven years to his credit, Cpl. Fran- 
cis J. Rooney running him a close 
second with six (6) years. Cpls. Clare 
Tracey and Richard J. English are each 
on their second cruise with five (5) 
years. 


The Poem of the month has quite an 


appeal to those who postpone the letter 
home: 


“WHEN I HAVE TIME” 


When I have time so many things I’ll do 

To make life happier and more fair 

For those whose lives are crowded now 
with care; 

I'll help to lift them from their despair, 

When I have time! 


When I have time, the friend I love so 


well, 
Shall know no more those weary, toiling 
days; 
I'll lead her feet to pleasant paths al- 


ways, 
And cheer her heart with words of 
sweetest praise, 
When I have time! 


When you have time! The friend you 
hold so dear 

May be beyond the reach of all your 
sweet intent, 

May never know that you so kindly 
meant 

To fill her life with sweet content 

When you had time! 


Now is the time! Ah, friend, no longer 
wait 

To seatter loving smiles and words of 
cheer, 

To those around whose lives are now so 
dear; 

They may not need you in the coming 
year— 

Now is the time! 


Newport, R. I., has had quite a num- 
ber of changes, but at the same time 
many old-timers are to be met in their 
detachment. First Sgt. Norman B. Sie- 
grist is now in his fourteen year cruise 
as also Sgt. Ernest Winfrey. Sgt. 


November, 1927 


Charlie Ryerson is rounding out his 
twelfth, while Q. M. Sgt. John P. Gil- 
murry, Sgt. R. E. Nall and Cpl. Albert 
A. Gray are on the eight-year records. 
Gray is the Canteen Steward and Cpl. 
Earl W. Dunsmoor the company clerk 
follows him closely with six (6) years. 
James D. Ferguson and Adam Grunto- 
wicz are with the Torpedo Station gang 
as Sergeants. 


New London's detachment is one that 
always affords real enjoyment to a visi- 
tor and my recent trip was exceptionally 
fine. Captain George H. Morse, Jr., is 
commanding officer, Lt. P. L. Thwing 
being his associate, Earl C. Harrah, the 
ever reliable lst Sgt. Sgts. L. Kennedy, 
Anton T. Szaraka and Lawrence Saxton 
with nine Corporals completing the non- 
commissioned officer’s roll. 


The splendid page of up-to-date notes 
written by Paymaster Beeg, of the 
League’s doings, is being widely read 
and highly appreciated each month by 
men in the active service as well as by 
those outside. The Marine Corps League 
has no one on its Roster working harder 
or maintaining a more enthusiastic or 
closer touch with all that concerns its 
welfare. Comrade Beeg is on the job 
all the time, and I have been informed 
he often dreams and talks in his sleep 
about the welfare of its members. We 
all hope to meet him at the Annual Con- 
vention of the League November 3, 4, 5, 
in his own home town, Erie, where the 
league will celebrate the very best 
gathering it has yet convened. 


Many old-timers remember Jeremiah 
J. “Spud” Murphy. He is now living in 
Rutland, Mass., and is in fine shape. 
“Bill English” officially retired as Sgt. 
Major. William Kooner was in New 
York this week; I met him on the roof of 
the McAlpin Hotel where we had both 
gone to meet Corporal Jiggs 2nd. Bill 
is looking like some prosperous Wall St. 
Broker. Gy. Sgt. Joe Tracey, of the U. 
S. S. “Seattle,” was recently in Boston 
and, of course, visited the U. S. S. 
“Utah.” 


Mr. H. W. Clair, a Philadelphian, now 
with the Army & Navy Y. M. C. A. at 
Tientsin, writes enthusiastically of the 
splendid crowd of Marines who so 
worthily uphold the Corps traditions in 
the far East. In speaking of their ac- 
tivities, he says: “The flying Marines 
are stationed at HsinHo near Taku, 
about twenty miles from here. We see 
them frequently over Tientsin, and as 
their landing field is very near us, the 
flyers frequently visit us. The other day 
an officer called at the restaurant and 
surprised us by calling for ten glasses 
of chocolate malted milk, requesting at 
the same time that this all be placed in 
one large bottle. He further stated that 
in twelve minutes it would be in HsinHo 
for his friends who were there. The 
next day he took a whole chocolate cake 
and left an order for another the day 
following. Clair thinks this the long 
distance record for canteen supplies and 
quick delivery and I guess it really 
“takes the cake.” 
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THE BROADCAST 


Wherein The Leatherneck Publishes News From All Posts 


HEADQUARTERS NEWS 


General Officers Present Cup to Bowlers 


By TaBob 

The 1927-1928 season of the Marine 
Corps Headquarters Bowling League 
blazed away in real Marine Corps style 
on the Convention Hall alleys, eight 
teams taking the runways. 

In addition to the beautiful champion- 
ship trophy presented by the Marine 
Corps Athletic Fund last year, the boys 
are excited over the loving cup pur- 
chased by and presented to the League 
by the General Officers to be awarded 
annually to the season’s champion. 

The cup was presented by Generals 
Lejeune, Neville, Williams, Lane, Mc- 
Cawley, Richards, Fuller and Butler and 
it will be noted that each of these officers 
has a team in the league bearing his 
name. 

On opening night the championship 
trophy was presented by General Lane, 
whose department held it during the 
year, to General Richards, whose depart- 
ment won it last season. General Rich- 
ards then presented it to Staff Sergeant 
Ayres, Captain of the Disbursing Team, 
champions of the 1926-2927 season. 

Each team had its sponsor or his rep- 
resentative present and they staged a 
one-frame bowling tournament for a box 
of cigars donated by the League. Those 
present were Generals Lejeune, Rich- 
ards, Lane, Fuller and Williams. Gen- 
eral McCawley was represented by Major 
Harton, General Neville by Colonel Reis- 
inger and General Butler by Captain 
Sanderson. General Lejeune and Lane 
tied at 10 pins each and General Le- 
jeune won the roll off. Our Commandant, 
with a cheerful grin on his face said he 
had not bowled for twenty years, but 
had not forgotten how, and then, like a 
regular gyrene proceeded to pass around 
the cigars to the boys. 

A section of the Marine Band enter- 
tained during the evening. Two very 
interested spectators were Mrs. Fuller 
and Mrs. Lane. 

The League standings follow: 


TEAMS GAMES WON LOST 
NEVILLE ...... 6 6 0 
LEJEUNE ...... 6 5 1 
RICHARDS ..... 6 4 2 
ee 6 4 2 
McCAWLEY .... 6 2 4 
FULLER ....... 6 2 4 
WILLIAMS ..... 6 1 5 
6 0 6 
High team game—Lejeune........ 519 
High team set—Lejeune.......... 1456 
High individual game—Maloney... 125 
High individual set—Dunavent.... 334 


The Marine Corps Girls’ Team of the 
Ladies’ Federal League rolled their first 


match against the Interstate Girls on 
Thursday, October 6, winning the first 
two games. The team consists of Edith 
Brown, captain; Kitty Kinnear, Mary 
Edenton, Anna McGoldrick and Fay Mor- 
genstein. 

Chief Quartermaster Clerk E. C. Smith 
has gone to Parris Island, taking up 
Q. M. Clerk John D. Brady’s assignment 
at Post headquarters. We all miss Eddie, 
even though his job is in good hands. 
Chief Quartermaster Clerk Al Hastings 
now handling recruiting. Even the best 
of friends must part once in a while. 


Loving Cup presented by General Offi- 
cers of the Marine Corps to be awarded 
annually to the season’s champion bowl- 
ing team in Headquarters Bowling 
League. 


Jane Blakeney is back with us again, 
and is just about as pink and healthy 
looking as she used to be. Glad to have 
you back, Jane. 

Now that summer has gone, we don’t 
know what will happen to our headquar- 
ters bathing beauties, who have been 
disporting themselves with regularity on 
week-end parties at the beaches. 

The next time Winnie Brannon gets a 
flat tire on the way to work she’s going 
to drive the car home, and then walk to 


work. Just as much chance of finding a 
parking space out back after nine o’clock 
as there is flying an automobile across 
the Atlantic. 

Bill Ramberg has a new assistant in 
his undertaking parlors. Private Her- 
mon W. Bell, Jr., has joined the A. & I. 
from Quantico, for assignment to the 
Casualty Section. 

Mrs. Mary H. Doyle and Miss Ger- 
trude S. Friedman are recent additions 
to the civil force, being assigned to the 
Military Histories and Adjusted Com- 
pensation Sections, respectively. 

Esther Leavitt is finally among the 
missing; she and her hubby Wayne Lea- 
vitt resigned, hitched up a Ford truck 
and were last heard of on their way to 
Kansas to live. We wish them happiness. 

Helen LeClair has been transferred 
from bonus work to the Discharge Sec- 
tion, in order to make use of her educa- 
tion in pot-hooks. 

Now that Tunney has again licked 
Dempsey, and the World Series is over, 
we can put a little more coal on the 
fire, turn on the radio and drag out the 
checker boards. 

Our friend McCabe has been placed 
in charge of the Post Exchange and In- 
spection Section; we offer our congratu- 
lations. 

The Marine Corps Girls’ Bowling 
League opened its season October 10, at 
the Arcadia Alleys, with four teams, as 
follows: 


Eagle.— Anna McGoldrick, captain; 
Mary Edenton, Lillimay Powers, Ger- 
trude Turner. 

Anchor.—Jane Blakeney, captain; Pau- 
line Chamberlain, Margaret McGoldrick, 
Mae Van Edsinga. 

Globe.—Margaret Shaughnessey, cap- 
tain; Kathryn Kinnear, Chris Bartley, 
Charlotte Bacot. 

Semper Fidelis——Katherine Seal, cap- 
tain; Louise Foberti, Emma Lyon, Char- 
lotte Holderman. 


Miss Sarah L. Jones, of the Muster 
Roll Section, is sick at Walter Reed Hos- 
pital, pending an operation. 

It has been reported that Mrs. Mc. 
Goldrick fell down a flight of steps and 
sprained her ankle. We wonder? 

For the past week Giles has been 
working steadily at his desk; the reason 
is, Miss Shaughnessy has kept him busy 
checking up the movements of the 5th 
and 11th Regiments. 

Mrs. Mix receives a pleasant welcome 
each morning from McCabe and Hyatt; 
nuf said. 

Since Crowley’s transfer to the Ma- 
rine Barracks, Navy Yard, Washington, 
Gallagher has been transferred to the 
Reserve Section as Assistant to Set. 
Jacobs. 

Between the Dempsey-Tunney fight 
and the World Series, McDonald was 
pretty well cleaned out. He still insists 
that Dempsey won; but he can’t claim 
Pittsburgh through the World Series. 
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THE JINOTEGA DETACHMENT 
Jinotega, Nicaragua, 
25 August, 1927. 

We know we are pretty good; in fact, 
we have been aware of it for a long 
time, but we have been heretofore re- 
strained by modesty from proclaiming 
the fact to the rest of the world. We 
have been here since the end of May, 
and until our hopes were blasted, figur- 
ed on becoming famous with Sandino. 
Now that another outfit has realized on 
our hopes, we are forced to call atten- 
tion to ourselves. We are not entirely 
of the world forgetful, nor do we care 
to be by the world forgotten. 

Jinotega became more than a name to 
us about three months ago when the 
Twentieth and Sixteenth Companies with 
two squads of machine gunners from the 
Eighth hiked across the mountains from 
Matagalpa. Ask the boys about that 
hike sometime, especially the machine 
gunners. The people we came to see 
did not wait for us, so the occupation 
of the town was very tame indeed. One 
platoon of the Twentieth shoved off the 
next day and established themselves at 
San Rafael del Norte, about 15 miles 
to the north of here. The rest of the 
company stayed here and after the Six- 
teenth returned to Matagalpa a few days 
later, we were left here and in San 
Rafael to preserve the majesty of the 
law and what have you. 

We were here as a company then for 
about a month. Then half the company 
was taken out of here and San Rafael 
and sent to other companies, or to the 
States in the case of short timers. All 
that were left were transferred to the 
8th Machine Gun Company. We are 
the same men who came here in May, 
but our designation is different. Lieu- 
tenant W. S. Brown stayed out at San 
Rafael and was transferred to the 8th 
with the rest of us but we got a new 
Eighth Company officer in Jinotega, 
Lieutenant Coffman. 

The outpost at San Rafael is no more, 
but while it was there it was a good one. 
The town was a very small one but in 
comparison with others we have seen 
in our travels it was a pretty one. None 
of the inhabitants speak any English 
except the profanity they learned from 
the Marines, and none of the Marines 
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spoke Spanish, when they got there. 
When this state of affairs became known 
it was expected that they would either 
die of starvation or ptomaine poisoning 
from a continual diet of canned goods. 
Strange as it may seem, neither one nor 
the other happened, but instead they 
had a mess that they bragged of when 
they came in here. They all seemed 
to like the place in general, most likely 
because they figured on the likelihood 
of a scrap there. 

During all this time there was con- 
siderable speculation among us as to 
which of the two, Jinotega or San Ra- 
fale, would suddenly become famous. 
As it happened, a dark horse named E] 
Ocotal came in and took first, second, 
and third prizes. The San Rafael out- 
fit gave up in disgust then and came 
back to Jinotega. Just before that, 
however, a section of the 23rd Company 
with Captain Kieren and Gunnery Ser- 
geant Gordon of the Sixteenth rein- 
forced us. The new section went to San 
Rafael but came in with the rest when 
the outpost was abandoned. Lieutenant 
Coffman left soon after that. 

All of the above is, of course, just a 
mere outline of our history, all that we 
have room for in so short an article. 
Sometime later we are going to write 
a book, in one volume, if possible, about 
our patrols and raids, on mules and 
afoot, both by night and by day. Suffice 
to say that we can all sit on a mule for 
several days at a time when the neces- 
sity arises, even if some of us have to 
eat standing and sleep on our stomachs 
for a few days afterward. We will also 
include in that book an account of the 
Fourth of July celebration that the town 
put on for us; that is, if we ever get 
the details straight ourselves. 

Now a word or two about the detach- 
ment and the town. Gunnery Sergeant 
Pete Braden is acting as First Sergeant 
of the detachment. Gunnery Sergeant 
Jake Jagosz has been mess sergeant for 
the past two months and made a darn 
good job of it. Decker number one of 
the well-known Decker Twins and “Pee- 
wee” Faulkner do the cooking. Con- 
fidentially, we will tell you that we have 
the best mess in Nicaragua. We don’t 
want that dope to get out though, be- 
cause it will only make these other out- 
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fits jealous. There are a lot of other 
people who deserve mention, but we 
can’t name them all so we will take the 
next best course and slight them. 

Jinotega is a fairly large place as 
Nicaraguan towns go. There may be 
three thousand inhabitants. Believe it 
or not, most of them are Nicaraguans 
There are several Germans in and about 
the town. The Nicaraguans can be gen- 
erally divided into three classes (speak- 
ing of the males); those who wear coats 
in the evenings, those who do not wear 
coats, and those who wear neither coats 
nor shoes at any time. The women are 
a little difficult to classify as to the first 
two grades but those of the third class 
are as easily picked out as the men. Al] 
the people that we know, of course, at 
least wear shoes. 

All the houses are adobe affairs which 
crumble easily. There has been a long 
standing argument here as to whether 
or not one of the houses can be kicked 
down. The argument is still unsettled 
since no one has yet been nervy enough 
to test it. The streets are fairly wide 
and level, much better than Matagalpa 
in that respect. We drill around the 
square every morning, much to the won- 
der and interest of the populace. 

Lest we be likened to the brook that 
babbles on forever, we will stop our 
chatter and let the enclosed snapshots 
give the rest of the description more 
faithfully than we can hope to, despite 
the fact that the camera developed a 
leak. Everything leaks here, however. 
We count mists and drizzling rains as 
fair weather. That way we get four 
good days a month. 

Speaking of rain reminds us of the 
fleas—and we were trying to be light- 
hearted about things too. But as Mark 
Twain, Irvin S. Cobb, or Julius Caesar 
so recently and forcefully said, “Every 
dog ought to have a few fleas to keep 
his mind off the fact that he is a dog.” 
We would have enclosed a picture of 
a Nicaraguan flea only no one has so 
far been able to catch one; they can 
out-hop a Kangaroo. There has been 
a standing reward ever since the first 
of June for one delivered alive as we 
want to make an example of him. No 
one has collected yet but we have some 
of our best men detailed for the duty. 
But we must keep our promise of the 
preceding paragraph lest we bore you. 
Our regards to the rest of the Corps. 


NEIGHINGS OF THE FLYING STAL- 
LION SQUADRON IN NICARAGUA 
By A. P. O. (a plane observer) 

As the “Banana War” is all over other 
than the wailings of the Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals and 
other organizations in Estados Unidos, 
including Will Rogers, we have settled 
to peaceful pursuits here with our “Lit- 
tle Brown Brothers” and have joined the 
National Baseball League of Nicaragua. 
The Flying Stallion Squadron has or- 
ganized with Lieut. Earl A. Thomas as 
Athletic Officer, the A. P. O. as man- 
ager of the team, and Rudolpho Vickers 
taking the reins of field captain. Many 
of you in the Marine Aviation will re- 
member such men as “Doc” Brannon who 
is a pitcher of no mean ability; “Georgia” 
Williams, a hero of the Quantico “world 
series” in 1926, now styled the “Ty 
Cobb” of Nicaragua; Earl Short and 
Houston Hollis, members of Haitian 
Aviation teams in the past; Harry Hoge, 
a lanky first baseman, who handles him- 
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self like the veteran George Kelly with 
the Cincinnati Reds; Valencia Weber, of 
Guam baseball fame; James Q. Derby, 
former “company brains” of old “F” 
Flight at Brown Field, is halving it with 
“Louie” Bourne on the receiving end 
and for the outfield we have a wealth of 
material with such men as Norcross, 
Detra, Case, “Doc” Courtney, and many 
others who have drawn suits and will 
surely make the grade. One man who 
is new in the Marine Corps is “Gus” 
Gonyea, who plays any position on the 
team and seems to be a great find as a 
pitcher. He has the curves and hooks 
and plenty of steam and will be a great 
aid as he is also a fancy catcher and 
fielder. For portside heaving there will 
be Earl Short and with Brannon, the 
main right-hander, and Gonyea we will 
be well hitched on the mound. Captain 
Vickers will handle the Keystone sack 
and with Williams at short, Webber or 
Hollis at third and Hoge on the door bag, 
we will have an infield that will carry 
our colors well in the Nicaraguan 
League. 

Several members of the command in 
the past few weeks have purchased 
horses and are tethering them all about 
the field to graze while they are not 
being ridden. Now, it happens that the 
flying field is well covered with high 
grass during the rainy season and a 
squad of native workmen are necessary 
to keep the runway for the planes cut 
down. Many native horses and cattle 
make nightly forrays to the field to 
graze and the result has been that some- 
one has approached Marine Gunner 
Wodarczyk, the police officer, with the 
following suggestion: That each mem- 
ber of the command purchase a horse 
and each night the entire herd be turned 
in on the flying field to graze. In this 
way the horses would keep the field 
mowed down and would save the ex- 
pense of native workmen who cut the 
field with machetes. The money that is 
paid the native workmen for wages 
could be turned into a common coffer and 
portioned out to the owners of the 
horses to reimburse them for the original 
investment. “Red” Codding and 
“Shwartz” Ahern have asked if mules 
would suit the occasion as they contend 
that the mule is a more sure footed ani- 
mal and will always find his way home 
in the dark regardless of the navigating 
senses of the rider. 

Now, it happens that Sergeant John 
Viar and Corporal Bird found an un- 
usual bargain in horse flesh the other 
day and they came into camp leading 
a horse that cost them only three dol- 
lars. They bought a saddle for $12, a 
bridle for three dollars, and a blanket 
for one dollar and a half. A few days 
later the Provost Marshal called up and 
asked that the horse be ridden to Ma- 
nagua and it was found that the horse 
had been stolen by the native boy who 
sold it to the two Tom Mixes. John 
produced his bill of sale and the native 
who owned the horse produced the 
branding iron that coincided with the 
brand on the horse. The two unhorsed 
horsemen are now willing to trade their 
saddle and bridle for one horse with a 
clear title that will have to be signed 
by the mayor of Managua. 

“Doc” Brannon, First Sergeant Dud- 
ley, P. F. C., F. M. S. (former mess ser- 
geant) Wheeler, Sick Bay Smoyer, G. O. 
Gentry and many others have purchased 
ponies in the last month. At liberty 
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call in the afternoon a cavalcade gal- 
lops off in a cloud of dust that bring 
back shades of the dashing Horse Ma- 
rines of old Lieut. Boyden, who left the 
24th of August for the States, had a 
pony that he remodeled after the fashion 
of a polo pony. The horse is now the 
property of First Sergeant Dudley. 

All you readers know that when the 
Marine Corps “chow” so agrees with a 
man that he takes on avoirdupois and 
assumes a stately stroll and gets portly 
and rotund that someone soon remarks 
that that person has the first prerequ: 
sites that go to make a Sergeant Major 
or a Quartermaster Sergeant. Now, 
bearing this in mind, we would an- 
nounce that First Sergeant Dudley is 
now acting Sergeant Major of VO 7-M. 
But all of you who know “Top” Dud- 
ley, the famous “Top-kick” of the “E” 
Pittsburgh marine detachment and 
World War fame, know that he does not 
possess the prerequisite that has been 
mentioned. But one night recently a 
storm was raging and it was reported 
that a native ox was roaming the im- 
mediate vicinity of the sick bay. Very’s 
pistols are used to chase the bothersome 
grazers off the field and this night the 
wielder of the weapon in hand-to-hand 
combat with the beast in the company 
street, fired wild and struck the Ser- 
geant Major in the heel as he stepped 
from his tent for a bath. Now don’t 
take the wrong inference here for a case 
of mistaken identity would have been 
impossible in Sergeant Dudley’s case. 
But it did prove that he was not cursed 
as was Achilles of old whose mother 
dipped him in the pool of eternal life 
and forgot to use the ice tongs on his 
heel and later in life some rival shiek 
shot him in the heel with an arrow and 
he went west. The name of the poor 
shot is witheld as it would be poor 
marksman publicity for some rifle range 
coach. 

We have been hearing all about this 
“Lucky Lindy” fellow back in the States 
but we have in our midst a “Lucky 
Lawrence.” We speak of Lawrence Her- 
man Pabst, our N. A. P. Pabst took-off 
at Ocotal the other day and his carbu- 
retor float stuck about the middle of the 
field and so cut his speed that he was 
forced over the field to the tree studded 
foothills and his entering edge of his 
right wing struck a tree as he pulled 
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hard aport to miss it with his landing 
gear and propeller. Luckily, just as he 
hit the tree his motor took again and 
he got around the field and made a good 
landing with a badly damaged right 
entering edge of his wing. With a piece 
of an old wing of a plane that had been 
surveyed at Ocotal he was able to patch 
the injurel wing and using a signal panel 
for a new fabric flew back to Managua 
130 miles. To have attempted a landing 
straight ahead would have meant that 
the plane would have been demolished 
and that his passenger, Gunnery Ser- 
geant Arnold, and he may have been 
killed. This was “plucky” and “lucky” 
where it was really needed and Pabst 
deserves plenty of credit for his head- 
work. 

Since we pronounce Sandino “Sar- 
dino” now as we have “canned” him, 
many are tiring of this summer cruise 
into the tropical climes and are devising 
ways and means of coming back to the 
States. An order was sent down here 
to release Sergeant Coppert Coppernius 
Evans back to Brown Field. It is under- 
stood that something about the Fall 
semester at a certain girls’ school in 
Fredericksburg, Virginia, had an influ- 
ence in the case. Sergeant “Red” Grif- 
fith left with “Cop” on the Argonne for 
the States on the 22nd of August. Major 
Ross E. Rowell, our commanding officer, 
and Master Technical Sergeant, left on 
the “Cirrus” on the 5th of September 
for the States on a 60-day leave. Major 
Rowell has been here since we first 
brought the VO Squadron One down 
here in February and some time back in 
the States after tour of duty here. 
Though only a few of the men from the 
East Coast have served under Major 
Rowell before, we all have learned to 
like the Major and will be mighty sorry 
if anything comes up while he is on his 
leave that will cause him not to return 
here. 

The “dope” received recently with his 
health record is that Frankie Dowdell 
is coming here to take the place of Gun- 
nery Sergeant Munch, who went to the 
West Coast this month for discharge. 
Frankie was one of the gang at Brown 
Field and we will all welcome him here. 
He will get plenty of rough flying and 
will help him wear in those recently ac- 
quired wings. 
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As this post or field is to become a 
permanent field until after the election, 
steps have been taken for the building 
of a barracks, a mess hall, an extention 
on the Nicaraguan hangar, and many 
other buildings needed for the mainten- 
ance of a field. 

Work has already started on a quar- 
termaster building from an old frame 
that was started by the Nicaraguan 
government. With the dry dusty sea- 
son coming on, buildings and a barracks 
will be a great alleviator and life will 
be much better here. To live in tents 
for a matter of three or four months 
one can play like he is camping out 
but after a few of these tropical hurri- 
canes batter them to the ground and 
the torrential rainy season showers 
drench all one’s effects it gets to be se- 
rious and it is time to get inside some- 
thing other than a rag-covered ridge 
pole. But it may be that we will be 
like the Arkansas Traveler—when the 
rainy season is on we can’t build new 
buildings and when the dry season 
comes we don’t need them. 

Now, while Master Technical Sergeant 
Henderson is in the States on leave, we 
would tell of his Don Quiote battles with 
the native wind mill that was found 
here at the well on the field when it 
was taken over by the Marine aviation. 
Now the Sergeant assumed the idea that 
“cleanliness is next to impossible” here 
in Nicaragua and set about to rig up a 
bath for the boys. He set up a series of 
gasoline drums on a frame at the end of 
the campo and attached a bit of plumb- 
ing to them and hooked this up in series 
with the lead from the windmill. Now 
it happened that the Sergeant did not 
figure on wind frequency or the cubicular 
water capacity required for one man to 
take his regular weekly bath and as the 
wind usually did not blow on Saturday 
morning the water ran out of the drums 
and the baths were par bon. Now the 
Sergeant did not, as King Canute of old, 
command the elements to do their stuff 
and “rev” up the windmill, but set to 
work and installed a gasoline motor to 
work when the wind didn’t blow. Upon 
completing the motor pump the wind- 
mill refused to function at all and the 
Herculean task of overhauling fell to 
the Sergeant. He attacked the task as 
did the original Don Quiote sans armor 
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et cetera, and now we have a positive 


feed to the drums at all hours. So suc- 
cessful was the job that rumors are 
going around that Henderson will be 


called upon to lay the water system for 
the new permanent camp and that he 
may be appointed the first fire chief in 
the history of Nicaragua. The build- 
ings here will be the first wooden build- 
ings as the native construction is all of 
adobe and tile. 

“Pop” Greer is now Mess Sergeant 
The same old routine of when a man 
gets so hard as a police sergeant they 
make him mess sergeant so that the 
gang will be afraid to growl when the 
chow is bad. But Pop has some able 
assistants in Cooks Taylor, Krall, and 
Brannon. The Taylor-made hot cakes 
that we have some mornings are fine, 
but when Pop sees fit to pour a Boston 
bean breakfast at us, then comes the 
growls and plenty of them. One would 
think by the portions that are dealt out 
by the messmen under Pop that they 
had been trained in a Harvey restaurant 
in the States for they certainly have the 
dope on those most minute portions. 

Brigadier General McCoy, the to-be 
Judge Landis of the 1928 election, ar- 
rived in Nicaragua the other day and 
the boys at the regiment did squads up 
and down for him. The dope is that we 
will devise ballot boxes that can be 
dropped in the inaccessible precincts in 
the hills from our bomb racks on the 
planes and that the message pickup sys- 
tem will be used to pick them up after 
they are filled. This will be the first 
time that an aerial election will have 
been held in the history of republicans 
and democrats and if it works out the 
future elections in Chicago and some of 
the business transacted in Williamson 
County, Illinois, will probably be done 
in the air. So this should be a warning 
to some of the gang in Chicago to rig 
up their anti-aircraft guns so as to be 
all set. This scheme is being proposed 
here in Nicaragua to offset the non-stop 
and never get there craze that is so 
rife now in the States. 

This is one that came as a result of 
the recent “Banana War!” It so hap- 
pened here that one of the boys under- 
went a typhoid innoculation and not be- 
ing able to spell innoculate he merely 
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stated in a letter to his fond mother in 
the States: 

“I got a ‘shot in the arm’ yesterday.” 

The worried mother immediately got 
in touch with her dog catcher, who talked 
to the alderman of the ward, who saw 
the mayor, who wrote the representative 
who mentioned the fact to the Senator 
while playing golf and the next day the 
senator sent his office boy to Major Gen- 
eral Lejeune’s chaufeur and asked about 
this “shot in the arm” in the Nicaraguan 
“banana war.” 

An official letter was received a few 
days later by the boy’s C. O. directing 
a reply by indorsement XYZ-SOS-ETC 
about this “shot in the arm.” 


A-S-I-A CALLING 
Bye George 

Just ship over for the Sixth and you 
will get to see part of it, it is well worth 
a little of your time and, of course, we 
must not forget that you get paid while 
you enjoy your travels. 

September fifth, Labor Day, was cele- 
brated in a fitting manner, that is, by 
the abstainance from all labor. 

Inter-Brigade athletics are progress- 
ing. Ligett & Meyers Tobacco Company 
has offered a cup to the winning base- 
ball team in the brigade. The Provi- 
sional Regiment has one team in the 
league, the Tenth one, and the Sixth 
two. At the present writing the Pro- 
visional is well in the lead. The sched- 
ule will be completed during the second 
week in October, so the next issue will 
carry the results of this series. 

There was an inter-regimental ath- 
letic meet on Labor Day, giving a few 
an opportunity to do the work of all 
who took the day off to watch. The First 
Battalion furnished most of the winners 
in this meet. 

We, the Brigade, gave a show at the 
race course on the 1lith. It began 
promptly at 3:30 by the Second Bat- 
talion of the Provisional Regiment 
marching on the course and performing 
close-order drill, and silent manual. The 
Battalion was able to make an ex- 
ceptional good showing as it was well 
trained and commanded. This was fol- 
lowed by a shelter tent pitching by a 
platoon. They marched on the field, took 
interval to the left, and at the first note 
of taps, which was sounded by Trump- 
eter Corporal Madero, they started to 
pitching tents, and pitch tents they did, 
and at the final note of taps they were 
all in the tents, save the sentry on watch 
who patroled up and down in front. They 
did not have much time for sleep, how- 
ever, for reveille sounded loud and clear 
over the moat and well, if there ever 
was any tents in sight you would not 
belfeve it for at the second note they 
had all collapsed and were being rolled, 
and at the sound of assembly, immedi- 
ately after the second sounding of re- 
veille, they all fell in and assembled and 
left the field. The tanks were then 
given their turn, and turn they can 
They started in by riding down and over 
a forest of a few trees, then showed 
that motors could displace horses on 


the obstacle races, for they went over 
one of the jumps in fine style, then back 
to the work of destroying, they smashed 
down a brick wall, proceeded on prepar- 
ing the way for infantry which would 
follow them, if in real conflict, by clean- 
ing out the barbed-wire entanglement, 
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this concluded their part of the day, so 
they left the field like a number of 
trained catapillers should do. The final 
event on the program was a regimental 
parade by the Fighting Sixth. The 
massed band and field musics under com- 
mand of First Lieutenant Enyart 
marched on the field then the Regiment 
was marched on and formed, facing the 
grandstand. They gave a very good 
parade which was received with much 
applause by the spectators. The Tenth 
Regiment being made up of artillery, 
took their places as usual where they 
will do the most good, but not be so 
much in the limelight. They had their 
display of the machine shop, tractors and 
guns where every one could see them 
going in and leaving the grandstand, and 
an excellent display it was. 

The Eighteenth Company, under com- 
mand of Captain H. O. Martin, is up at 
the city in the center of the universe 
firing the range. The Seventy-ninth, 
under Captain Beecher, is preparing to 
leave for the same place on Friday. 
Some of the boys are now figuring how 
many more bottles of coco cola they can 
buy with the extra five dollars, gold. 
These companies are augmented by men 
from the Headquarters and Service Com- 
panies and by men who have not had an 
opportunity to do their stuff during this 
enlistment. Sgt. “Si” Perkins leaves with 
the seventy-ninth. 

Some of our football players were sud- 
denly taken from us and started back 
to the dear old U.S. A. They, of course, 
were those who have played on the Ma- 
rine team and are going back to hold the 
regular places. We wished them bon 
voyage. 

Short timers sound off. Sgt. Bellora, 
8ist Co.; Corporal Roddy E. Roberts, 
the Corporal who is often referred to by 
one of our well-liked contributors from 
New Orleans; Sgt. George A. Wilson, 
Gy. Sgt. Taber, answer to their names 
and are ready to take the next boat, 
ship, or canoe, back to the land of pro- 
hibition and where one can eat an ap- 
ple without pealing and boiling it for 
fear of every disease in the list. They 
have a right to have their names on the 
short-timer list, but Corporal Palatini, 
who has over two hundred days to do, 
is always trying to claim that he is 
short. Well, he is six feet one and three- 
quarters inches tall, is that short. O! 
yes, I forgot to tell you, we are leaving 
for the States on October 5th. ‘I mean 
the regiment as a whole. If you do not 
believe me, ask Corporal Frederick; he 
is the senior clerk in the Regiment, he is 
clerk of the 73rd Co., and it is the small- 
est number, and according to my war- 
rant, if I have one, the smallest number 
is senior. If that date is past when you 
receive this you do not need to believe 
it any longer. 

And Williamson was gently rocked to 
sleep by the gang. 

A-S-I-A sounding off. GOOD NIGHT. 


TIENTSIN BLUSHES 
By Mac 

Well, you can’t keep a good thing 
down, so we are back again. I hope 
you don’t feel hurt. 

Much has taken place since we last 
kidded you along and you are in for a 
worse “line” this time. 

Our bridge tournament was a great 
success. “Cy” Perkins and Stewart 
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MacDowell won 9 out of 10 contests 
and met “Chuck” Cummings and “Red” 
Zaun, who had piled up the most points. 
But they ran into a snag there, due to 
dumb playing (how about it, Mac?) and 
were defeated by 114 points. So hail 
the conquering heroes! Cummings and 
Zaun! After the championship match 
they were awarded a handsome “Tin” 
trophy cup, which, although I hate to 
say so, is a very handy ash-tray. But 
they are popular champions and that is 
all that counts. 

Talk about notables! We certainly 
have them. “Colonel Lindbergh” is the 
latest and he is impersonated by W. G. 
Phillips, our efficient police sergeant. 
There is no better sport than to watch 
him “take-off” around the court-yard 
after a good liberty. It is to laugh! 

We have several more champions now. 
“Abie” Zussman is now the official fly 
catcher and Earl Crane is the “vodka” 
champion. Methinks that Tex Rickard 
should be interested in such an array 
of champions, and we might consider 
his terms when we get back. 

How the boys do strut on liberty! 
Since the Third Brigade pulled off a 
parade and showed the rest of the 
troops here how to do it, why the pave- 
ment isn’t big enough for them. The 
review last week was a wonderful sight 
and it is a shame that the people back 
home could not see them. They would 
have been very proud of their Marines. 
In that review they showed the other 
troops why the Marines consider them- 
selves the best, bar none. And since 
the “gang” here consider themselves the 
“brains” of the outfit, why they modestly 
take part of the credit. Such modesty 
makes me blush! But then you know 
how it is. 

But they are getting in their good 
work, too. A Vice Squad has been or- 
ganized and they do their work great. 
The reports of each member are re- 
viewed the next morning and everybody 
has a good laugh. The only drawback is 
that most of the time the “evidence” 
has been consumed, but they have to 
overlook a little thing like that. 

However, a word to the wise. If I 
tell you all I know, then you won't look 
for us next time, so I will have to 
“hold-out” on you. So “Ming Ten 
Chen” (meaning: I'll see you later). 


Seventeen 


“CHOP-CHOP-IN CHINA” 
By Norman Hoover 

On July 18, 1927, the N. C. O.’s of 
the Third Brigade opened a club at 18 
Kirin Road, Tientsin, China. It is the 
best of its kind in China. The club 
is an old British home, and consists of 
ten rooms including an extra large read- 
ing and writing room and rest room. The 
entire house is fitted with the best of 
furniture, such as tables, chairs, settees, 
electric fans, large frame pictures, 
tapestries, and the floors are all highly 
polished. The walls are pure white and 
everything is painfully clean. All ta- 
bles are covered with spotless linen, and 
all rooms are fitted with steam heat. 
The club even boasts of a real Ameri- 
can bath tub and hot and cold water is 
plentiful. There is also one room fitted 
as a bar room. 

The rental costs of this club is four 
hundred ($400.00) Mex per month but 
that is nothing as the club is doing 
eight thousand ($8,000.00) dollars-Mex, 
worth of business per month. The club 
has twelve (12) boys (waiters). One 
Nol Boy (Head Waiter) and three bar 
boys. 

The accounts of the club are entered 
in regular account books, and are en- 
tered in both the Chinese and English 
language. The accounts of the club are 
open to inspection at all times. The club 
‘has both the cash and chit system. Chit 
system is otherwise called “Jawbone” in 
Marine social circles. One secretary is 
on duty each night and each chit that is 
turned in is carefully inspected so as 
to prevent fraud. Each man sets his 
own limit on the chit system. 

In the month of August, the club pur- 
chased an Orphanic Victrola which cost 
$500.00 Mex. They also purchased a 
selection of 100 records. There is also 
a piano for general use and for use in 
future dances. 

A series of dances is being planned 
for this winter. Dances to be held 
Wednesday or Thursday of each week. 
Music will be furnished for these dances 
by the Sixth Regiment Orchestra. Con- 
certs ave also given by this orchestra 
at regular intervals. 

The reading room has a full selection 
of all of the latest magazines—at least 
all of the latest that can be purchased. 
Writing paper is also plentiful. 


Detring Villa, Home of the Tenth Regiment in Tientsin. 
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The N. C. O. Club also is planning a 
Smoker to be held on or about the 25th 
of November. It is planned to offer 
purses to the amount of $400.00—Mex. 
The smoker will open to the public and 
the Third Brigade will be invited as 
guests. 

The membership of the club is ap- 
proximately 425. Each member is re- 
quired to sign membership cards. The 
club has a good patronage due to the 
fact that there are only 500 N. C. O’s. 
in Tientsin. Any N. C. O. whose con- 
duct is not above reproach is imme- 
diately notified that he is black-balled 
and barred from the club. There has 
only been three cases to date. Thus, 
order is maintained at all times. But 
the maintainance of order requires lit- 
tle attention as order is maintained by 
all members. 

A dinner was given by the N. C. O’s. 
August 27, 1927. Dinner was served 
between the hours of 6:00 p. m. and 
8:00 p. m. Invitations were issued to 
all N. C. O’s. and the guests of honor 
at this dinner included Brigadier Gen- 
eral Butler and his staff, Lt. Col. Miller 
(Chief of Staff), Major Randall (A&I), 
Captain Watson (Morale), Captain Mc- 
Caughtery (Aviation). The menu con- 
sisted of the following: soup, fish, steak, 
potatoes, tomato sauce, pudding, coffee, 
and BEER. The food was well cooked 
and the service was exceptional. The 
dinner cost the club one dollar per plate. 
Dinner was served toa total of 385 
guests. A few dinner speeches were 
given by General Butler and his Staff, 
who seemed to be highly pleased with 
the appearance of the club, the cleanli- 
ness, the home-like atmosphere, and the 
courteous service, combined with the 
discipline and gentlemanly behavior of 
every man present. 

Music was furnished for the occasion 
by the Sixth Regiment Orchestra and 
enough praise cannot be given them for 
their fine efforts and their selections of 
exceptionally fine numbers. 

Much praise should be given to the 
following N. C. O.’s for the untiring 
efforts to make the club what it is to- 
day: Sgt. Major Horace Lain, Set. 
Major Loyd B. Rice, Q. M. Set. Roland 
A. Wright. One of the above men is 
on duty in the club at all times, and 
upon these men the future of the club 
depends. The future looks brilliant for 
the club. 


MARINE BASE, SAN DIEGO, CALIF. 

A “Bon Voyage Smoker,” one of the 
snappiest on record, was held on Sep- 
tember 9th, at Marine Base, San Diego, 
in honor of the men being transferred 
to China, Pearl Harbor, and Guam. The 
big auditorium was crowded to over- 
flowing with Marines, Navy men, and 
friends of both, who love to see the boys 
“mix it up.” The card was the most 
satisfying I have ever witnessed. To 
Colonel Charles Lyman, Commanding 
Officer, goes all credit, as it was due to 
his interest in the men, that the smoker 
was held. Through Chaplain J. P. For- 
sauder, U. S. N., a real live wire, acts 
were secured from Palages Theater. 
The “Show Folks” coming up in their 
full “make up,” and being so wrapped 
up in the bouts, they nearly missed the 
9 o’clock show. 

Seven bouts were “pulled off,” each 
one better than the last, and in most 
of them Marines were the victors. It 
would be too long to go into details of 
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the bouts, but much glory goes to Sgt. 
G. Evans for his sincere training of his 
men. 

First Lt. G. McHenry, Base Amuse- 
ment Officer, made every effort to see 
that the men were entertained to the 
limit. Several acts by Marines charmed 
the boys, and having trained many men 
in service in this line, I will always say 
the Marines “put it all over” the pro- 
fessionals. The band, just organized a 
week ago, and already the pride of the 
post, was in for many encores. 

Bandmaster E. Arnold played many 
popular numbers, and one of his own 
composition, “The Leatherneck’s Brig- 
ade,” dedicated to his “Beloved Ma- 
rines. 


WING DOPE FROM OBSERVATION 
SQUADRON NINE, PORT AU 
PRINCE, HAITI 
By W. E. Harrison 

Our old friend Arnheim “The Wind- 
jammer” from Observation Squadron 
Nine has bid us a fond adieu and taken 
the August Kittery back to the U. S., 
accompanied by twenty-three other mem- 
bers of our Squadron. Their vacancies 
were filled by Captain Hausmann, Lt. 
“Dusty” Rhodes, “Doc” Blackwell, Teddy 
Gooding, Jim Nolan, Trumpeter Jacqua, 
and Privates Limkins, Lima, Roy, and 


HE GETS THE FARTHEST NORTH 
LEATHERNECK, TOO 

The Editor of The Leatherneck. 
Dear Sir: 

Enclosed please find my check for 
subscription to The Leatherneck 

l was a member of the 176th re- 
placement Company at Quantico then 
attached to the 8th machine gun Co., 
5th Marines, and then went to the 5th 
Marine Ban 

Am at present playing the farthest 
North organ in North America, man- 
aging the farthest North theatre, and, 
by the way, am the farthest North 
Marine 

Buddies desiring “‘dope’’ on Alaska 
are invited to fire any and all ques- 
tions. 

Thanks 

DON ADLER 
The Empress Theatre, 
Fairbanks, Alaska. 


Van Dame. Corporal Cartright from P. 
I. also relieved “Pop” Pelz, our old mess 
Sergeant. We all regretted to lose 
“Pop,” but after our Labor Day dinner, 
we claim that Corporal Cartright shows 
symptoms of humanity. 

The Argonne stopped for a few hours 
the other day on its way from Nicaragua 
and Lt. Boyden, Sgt. Evans, “Red” Wil- 
son, and George Gibbs payed us a very 
short visit. 

Not long ago while Senor P. A. Picart, 
Minister el Sanidad, and Senor D. L. 
Baez, M. D., were visiting President 
Borno of Haiti with the Dominican Presi- 
dential Party, Senor Ricart received word 
that his wife was seriously ill in San 
Domingo City. Through the courtesy of 
our Commanding Officer, Captain R. A. 
Presley, Lt. Harris, and Gy.-Sgt. Dahl- 
strom, Senor Ricart and his physician 
were rushed by air to San Domingo City, 
arriving there about six hours before 
the death of his wife. The Colonel 
Commandant of the Police Dominicana, 
Colonel Rafail, extended every possible 
courtesy to the members of the flight 
during their stay. President Borno of 
Haiti sent a letter of appreciation to 
the members of the flight. 

A few days ago the Marines had a 
little excitement when they were called 
upon to search for Misses Betchley and 
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Knapp, both members of the American 
Colony here. The young ladies went 
horseback riding in the afternoon, and 
since they had not returned by nine p. m., 
their parents became alarmed and asked 
the Brigade Commander for assistance 
in searching for them. Immediately 
searching parties were sent out and the 
search continued throughout the night. 
At daybreak three 02b-1’s took the air 
in search of the young ladies. The 
search continued until nine a. m., when 
the girls walked into their homes re. 
porting that they had been marooned on 
an island near Hasco; during the night 
having rode out on the Islands during 
low tide in the afternoon and were un- 
able to return to the mainland until 
morning. Their parents extended their 
appreciation through the Brigade Com- 
mander by expressing their gratitude to 
the personnel of the Brigade for their 
splendid efforts in searching for their 
daughters. 

Privates Naugle, Shanklin and Harri- 
son still think they have a chance in 
the world after being promoted to Pvt. 
First Class, the first of the month. 

First Sergeant Hartkropf was dis- 
charged the second of the month, and 
reenlisted the next day. Gy.-Sgt. Dahl- 
strom extended his enlistment one year 
so that he could complete his foreign 
shore service. 

Nearly every one has left the field 
the last two days and the only reason 
we can see for it is the fact that “Spick” 
Masden has been blasting some stumps 
with dynamite. We hope “Spick” will 
eomplete the job soon so that everyone 
van safely go to work again. Of course 
there is no question but that everyone 
hes full confidence in “Spick.” 

Uur baseball team has been very suc- 
cessful in winning three of four games 
they have played this season. We lost 
a twelve inning game to the Second 
Regiment with a score of 2 to 1 and 
defeated the Brigade Signal Company 
with a score of 3 to 1; the Motor Trans- 
port 14 to 5, and the Gendarmerie 
d’Haiti 3 to 1. Bowen field is fast be- 
coming the most interesting center in 
Port au Prince for all members of the 
Brigade, Gendarmerie d’Haiti and the 
American Colony, not only as a flying 
field but as a rendezvous for all sorts of 
sports such as a nine-hole golf course, 
baseball, tennis and handball, all of 
which are heavily crowded with con- 
testants and spectators daily during the 
afternoon leisure hours. The latest at- 
traction is the weekly polo game on Sun- 
day afternoons between the four teams 
for the Port au Prince Polo Association 
consisting of Brigade Marine, Police 
Team of Gendermerie d’Haiti and Civil- 
ians. 

Corporal William Frisch made a very 
successful live parachute jump this week 
from an altitude of 1500 feet and landed 
on the extreme west end of the field. 
This is Frisch’s first jump in Haiti but 
he expects to make many more before he 
leaves here. 

The last Kittery brought us 20 new 
men from the U. S. Sergeants Robart E. 
Conney, Preston D. Keifer; Corporals 
John H. Dent, Roy L. Endsley, Clyde 
T. Harrison; Private First Class Alvin 
L. Naugle and Private Sidney J.- Francis 
went back to the U. S. Corporal Rebert 
D. Cullum transferred to Parris Island 
at the same time. He had been with this 
organization for twenty months and we 
hated to see him leave. 
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Since Bocock went out to drill last 
Saturday morning without his rifle and 
belt some of the fellows suggested he 
be sent home on the next boat while 
others suggested he spend less of his 
time in the recreation hall. Appar- 
ently the sun is too hot for him. 


CHATS FROM CHELSEA 

One of our most popular and efficient 
gatetenders incurred the displeasure of 
one of the nurses as she was leaving 
the reservation via the main gate re- 
cently. It seems there has in time past 
been more or less unnecessary conges- 
tion around the vicinity of the main 
gate, making it necessary to issue string- 
ent orders regarding keeping an open 
gangway in that sector of the reserva- 
tion. As a sea-going Leatherneck the 
sentry had oft’ heard the famous sea slo- 
gan “You can’t stand here,” therefore 
he took full advantage of the opportu- 
nity to inform the sister she was out of 
order in her attempt to loiter in the 
vicinity of the sacred portals of the 
reservation. According to authentic re- 
ports the following conversation took 
place: i 

Nurse: “Good evening, sentry. 
evening isn’t it?” 

Sentry: “Good evening! Yes! It’s a 
fine evening, but you can’t stand here.” 

Private “Slim” Kitchens is a recent 
arrival in our midst, he having joined 
from the marine barracks at the navy 
yard, where he held many positions of 
trust under the supervision of the post 
police sergeant. 

Private “Cowboy” Townsend is again 
with us after a brief sojourn in the hos- 
pital where he underwent a series of re- 
pairs made necessary by reason of a 
motorcycle accident in Revere recently. 
Cowboy is a glutton for punishment. He 
is at present acting as mechanic for 
Corporal Shepard’s ancient Ford. Pri- 
vate First Class Charley Toole, our 
blond Adonis, has been recommended for 
promotion to the rank of corporal on 
the transfer of Corporal Shepard to the 
navy yard for duty pending expiration 
of discharge. Shepard anticipates head- 
ing his bus toward the town of Franklin 
in the State of Tennessee, where he 
states “cawn and coonskins are still 
legal tender and prohibition agents are 
persona non. grata,” whatever that 
means, as Shep has not as yet inter- 
preted that phrase for the benefit of the 
less unfortunates who cannot boast of 
a Harvard vocabulary acquired by as- 
sociating with Wellesley students. 

At present it is Corporal “Ole” John- 
son, Ole having been promoted to the 
rank of corporal after defending the 
main gate against all comers for the 
last year. Congratulations Ole. 


A nice 


NEIGHINGS OF THE FLYING STAL- 
LION SQUADRON IN NICARAGUA 
By A. P. O.—a plane observer 
The war here, that started with some- 
one’s ambition to be president, has 
changed from a “Banana War” to a 
baseball war and it would have been 
far better had President Coolidge sent 
Judge Kenesaw Mountain Landis, the 
Baseball Czar here, rather than General 
McCoy, to study the situation. The Ma- 


rines and the natives clashed here to- 
day in the first game of the season and 
it threatened to be more prolonged than 
the rainy season. 

furnished by the 


The native team was 
Nicaragua Electric 
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Company and a short circuit in the ninth 
inning when two were out and the Ma- 
rines were leading by the count of 7 to 5 
nearly ended in a riot. An American 
Gob was refereeing bases and called a 
close play at first base in favor of the 
Marines and the Native manager rushed 
on the field after a slight altercation 
between the arbiter and the runner. 
Captain Vickers of the Aviation team 
advanced to hold conference with the 
home team skipper and as they met 
some Marine threw a native fire cracker 
at the conference. All the Marines 
grabbed bats and the native spectators 
advanced and the fusion of tongues had 
nothing on -that argument. The Ma- 
rines formed a phalanx around their 
team and made .a strategic retreat to 
their trucks without further trouble and 
as a result there will probably be no 
baseball games in the immediate future 
unless General McCoy is equal to the 
occasion and mediate a peace between 
baseballdom of Nicaragua and the Amer- 
ican Marines. 


SEMPER FIDELIS WITH THE OLD 
MARINE SPIRIT! 
Custar, Ohio, 
Oct. 3, 1927. 
The Leatherneck, 
Marine Barracks, 
Washington, D. C. 

Dear Sir: Enclosed find my check 
for $3.00 for renewal of my subscrip- 
tion to The Leatherneck for another 
year. I have been a reader of the 
Marines’ Magazine and The Leather- 
neck since 1919, and it seems like I 
can’t get along without it. The first 
copy of the Marines’ Magazine I saw 
was at the Brooklyn Navy Yard, where 
I was stationed. It has been a friend 
of mine ever since. I am a member 
of the Belleau Detachment, Marine 
Corps League, Toledo, O., and also a 
member of the Marine Corps Reserve 
Company of Toledo. I have been go- 
ing 160 miles to attend the company 
drill every month. 

Good luck to The Leatherneck, I am, 

Ex-Leatherneck, 
LOUIS X. DIBLING. 


Now in future expeditions or exhi- 
bitions that Marines are sent to partici- 
pate in why not issue each man a base- 
ball bat. It is less dangerous than a 
rifle and think of the Babe Ruths and 
Lou Gherigs that would be produced for 
the American big leagues. Fistiana can 
thank the Marines for Gene Tunney 
until after the 22nd of this month, and 
possibly longer, but it is time that we 
either furnish a pilot for the non-stop 
flight to Mars or some other celebrity 
to feed the hero worshipers in the 
States. 


We read all about these non-stop, non- 
arrival, and the many non-start flights 
that are being made in the States and 
we want to tell you people of the “bet- 
ter-not-stop-flights” that are made here 
every day in Nicaragua. If a motor 
quits here in Nicaragua there are devious 
results. If one falls in Lake Managua 
or Nicaragua, it is chow for the alliga- 
tors. To set one down in one of the 
numerous volcanoes would mean crema- 
tion. And to have a forced landing in 
the mountains would be to be hambur- 
gered by the machetes of some presi- 
dential aspirant or starvation and food 
for the buzzards of the barrens. We read 
of the obsolete and historical “D-Hs” 
in a recent aviation magazine from the 
States but here in Nicaragua-they are 
even more modern than the oxcart and 
are still making history. This squadron 
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has not had one forced landing since it 
arrived in Nicaragua and with a record 
of flying 90 hours a week over some 
of the roughest country in the Western 
Hemisphere, that’s some record and we 
knock on wood at making this statement. 


But we have boasted too soon for 
while this “yarn” is still in the making 
we have lost the flagship of the squad- 
ron. The plane, better known as the 
“Green-nose” or No. 6393, Major Ro- 
well’s favorite plane “conked” on the 
take-off with Lieutenant Harmon at Oco- 
tal yesterday, September 16th, and 
crashed in a cactus orchard two miles 
south of Ocotal. Lieutenant Harmon 
escaped with a slight abrasion on his 
right where he pushed the ammuni- 
tion container from its stays. Lieuten- 
ant Harmon is to be commended for his 
cool presence of mind which saved his 
life. The motor seemed to be choked for 
gasoline after a height of 50 feet had 
been reached and slowed down to 800 
revolutions. It took again momentarily 
and that saved the plane from hitting a 
cactus hedge. Lieutenant Harmon 
nursed it along until he saw that he 
could not save the plane and cut his 
switches and stalled into a grassy knoll 
covered with small shrubs and cactus. 
The landing gear washed-out on the 
landing and the plane slid into a bunch of 
small trees and nosed up on the pro- 
peller. The motor was not injured and 
all the control surfaces were saved with 
the upper half of the right wing. The 
rest of the plane was a mass of wood 
and fabric. The plane was one of the 
old wooden D-Hs that was brought here 
by VO Squadron One, and with its pass- 
ing there is more or less a sigh of relief 
as steel jobs are far preferable to the 
old wooden ships. In fact the plane was 
not so far different from the old D. H. 
4A that was known as the “death hack” 
during the World War. 


Sergeant Oscar Knopf and the con- 
tributor of this column were observers 
in planes flown by Captain Archibald 
and Marine Gunner Wodarczyk on the 
mission, Lieutenant Harmon having 
flown solo with cargo for Ocotal. Both 
observers stayed in Ocotal to dismantle 
the plane. 

The crash was down in a hole and the 
heat was unbearable. There were also 
“wolf and the sheep” reports that some 
presidential candidate with a gang of 
his rebels were in the close vicinity so 
many times bolis were knocked pout 
with butts of pistols rather than drop 
them for hammers. Lieut. McQuade, 
famed all-Marine football star, is C. O. 
at Ocotal and sent out a pack mule to 
be used to transport the instruments 
and other parts to Ocotal for the night. 
Now these sport model “Missouri mules” 
of Ocotal are about the size of a Peki- 
nese lap dog and several times after 
loading the poor animal we considered 
carrying the burro and the parts. Cov- 
ered with grease and grime of the motor 
and carrying parachutes, wearing hel- 
mets for protection from the sun, Knopf 
and the contributor and the other jack- 
ass finally treked into Ocotal just in 
time for “chow.” We had so arranged 
that with the clocks that we took out 
of the cockpits of the crashed plane. 


After the “evening meal” thinking to 
do a bit of Ocotal society the two ob- 
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servers sauntered about the town square 
and were holding much “habla” with 
some of the Ocotal “400” when Lieut. 
McQuade notified them that all Marines 
were to be in the compound at 6:30 p. m., 
and that was much to their disgust. Now 
it happened that the Mayflower Hotel 
in Ocotal did not arrange for reserva- 
tions for the two and the only accommo- 
dation to be had was in the village 
church. Knopf and the contributor 
found two prayer pillows and two prayer 
rugs and with the aid of some other 
more or less soft articles of furniture 
a “quiet night” was spent with the sand 
fleas that were plentiful. Now it was 
sacrilegious for the two to even be in a 
church much less to defile it in that man- 
ner. The only thing they could have 
done to make matters worse would have 
been to use the silver service to drink 
“Guarro” (the native moonshine) from. 

The next morning Pabst and Lieut. 
Thomas landed with Norcross and An- 
derson and spent the week end in the 
“Boondocks” finishing the dismantling 
of the plane. 


Major Rowell, our C. O., left on the 
Sirius for the States on 30-day leave 
and Captain Archibald was left in com- 
mand. The first announcement was that 
half-day routine would be observed on 
all days except Thursday and Friday 
and maybe that did not raise the Cap- 
tain’s stock with the squadron. With 
the building of a camp here and the 
other duties that have come with the 
forces of Sandino there is not a man in 
the squadron that has not “put-out” to 
capacity and the half-day routine is a 
well earned reward. Captain Archibald 
is proposing other moves that alleviate 
the work about the field and seems to 
have the interests of the men at heart. 


To prove this last statement, one 
would have thought that he was cheer 
leader of some college in the States had 
they witnessed his cheering at the ath- 
letic meet held on the 15th of September 
as an event of the celebration of the 
Nicaraguan Independence Day. The 
aviation entered all of the events and 
took $85 of the $100 offered as prizes 
by the Fifth Regiment canteen. Gibson 
won $15 for taking first place in the 
shoe race, relay race, and the sack race. 
Red Case won $10 for taking first place 
in the egg race and the shot put. “Red” 
Hoge took first place in the relay race 
and was a member of the tug-of-war 
team. “Doc” McKenzie (our Gob corps- 
man) was Gibson’s running mate in the 
shoe race, and the following men were 
members of the tug-of-war team and won 
$5 each. Edge, Hoge, Dykes, Viar, Bird, 
Asher, Hollis, and Derby. The squadron 
entered the eleven events and won eight 
of them, the ball throw, the 100-yard 
dash and the sack race went to the mem- 
bers of the regiment 


Captain Archibald put out a letter of 
commendation to the entrants of the 
tourney and has his heart and soul in 
anything that goes for the betterment 


of athletic activities for the squadron. 
The squadron is in the Nicaraguan 
league and took the first game from 


the Nicaraguan Electric Company by a 
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count of 7 to 5 and will meet the railroad 
team on Sunday of this week. 

Now when the article “the” is used 
in reference to the Railroad and the 
Electric Company, we mean “the” for 
there ain't no more. There is only one 
railroad in Nicaragua and one Electric 
Company and that’s the reason. 


And while we are on the subject of 
athletic activities we will have to hand 
it to Corporal Gibson for he not only 
was the star of the recent meet but or- 
ganized the aviation entry and was re- 
sponsible for the entrance of the squad- 
ron into the meet. Gibson is fast on his 
feet and is a fear around the regiment 
speedsters. Gibson is operations clerk 
here and is some Operator. 


Here of late there has been organized 
an organization that we, for want of a 
better name, call “the Cantina Cowboys.” 
Now a cantina in Spanish or English 
is a confectionery and what-not. Six 
members of this organization that is 
more or less secretive, are accused of 
attacking with firecrackers on the night 
of September the 16th a certain cantina 
known as the “Campo de Amor.” It was 
further charged that one of the members 
of this order rode his horse into the halls 
of this said campo and maimed, tore-up, 
disheveled, and generally set the house 
out of order along with crashing the 
mirror. This report, rendered with flow- 
ing adjectives as only the Spanish lan- 
guage affords, was brought to the atten- 
tion of our “Skipper” who arraigned 
thought-to-be members of this secretive 
organization before him and interrogated 
them as to the guilt of this heinous in- 
fraction upon the peace of this aforesaid 
house of enjoyment. Each summoned de- 
fendant admitted his absence from camp 
on the said night (as proved by the Ser- 
geant of the Guard log) but manifested 
no knowledge of the attack though one 
summoned defendant had burned fingers 
no doubt suffered while lighting a cigar- 
ette. In fact one of the men arraigned 
told the skipper that he had not had 
anything to do with any type of pyro- 
technic since his sojourn in Nicaragua. 
Now it happened that that man is a 
member of the armament department 
and has hung bombs on planes day after 
day and that statement nearly convicted 
him. This organization was duly warned 
at a mess formation and though its mem- 
bership is said to be secretive it is like 
a certain organization in the States that 
suffers much from the crime and other 
lawlessness in the States. 


It is oft’ times said that trouble 
comes in bunches, and such has been 
the hard luck of this squadron. On Fri- 


day, the 23rd of September, Lieut. J. C. 
Harmon after having a forced landing 
with a plane at Ocotal on the 16th of 
September, suffered another forced 
landing at Achuapa with No. 6913 and 
the usual line of bad luck stories that 
accompany the number thirteen did not 
abide with him for he made a perfect 
landing in a maise field and did not so 
much as break a shock absorber. The 
motor had froze up after the oil pump 
had sheared and the motor burned out. 
In the words of the yarn-spinners he 
set it down on a dime and had two cents 
left but in this case there was barely 
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“uno media centavo” in Nicaraguan lan- 
guage one-half penny. We are licensed 
to use that term for in the Nicaraguan 
standard of exchange there is a half- 
penny. There are many escapades that 
are performed here every day in the 
pursuit of duty with the squadron that 
only considered as lackaday happenings 
here would be hero dope if ever brought 
to light. And for fear that some native 
correspondent to some paper in the 
States does not get the dope we want to 
observe and eulogize Lieut. Harmon and 
Corporal Frank Norcross for their pres- 
ence of mind in this case. 

After negotiating the hazardous land- 
ing without injury to the plane or them- 
selves, the two decided that one should 
stay with the plane after the Alcalde 
(mayor of the town) of Achuapa offered 
to help them in any way possible. Lieut. 
Harmon chartered a native horse, and 
after 15 hours in the saddle, made his 
way over a mountain 5,000 feet high into 
Esteli. Norcross stayed with the plane 
and still is out there being fed by can 
food that is dropped daily from the 
planes and is awaiting the arrival of 
Sergeant Knopf who will take at least 
six days to get there by ox cart from 
Leon. This fact will give one an idea 
of the rough country that this squadron 
has to fly over. The plane is down only 
75 miles away and at least two weeks 
will be used up in getting it back to 
the field on ox carts. The roads are im- 
passable to trucks and ten oxen will be 
carried on the mission to be alternated 
at times that hard pulls are met with. 


The relating of the incident gives only 
a side light on an act of heroism that 
was committed just for the sake of sav- 
ing government property. And in this 
case the property was an old obsolete 
type De Haviland plane that has been 
condemned in the States and yet are 
still being flown over some of the rough- 
est country in the Western Hemisphere. 
Lieut. Harmon could have signaled Nor- 
cross and both have safely made a para- 
chute jump from the plane and not 
chanced death in landing in the little 
field. But rather than quit the plane 
a seemingly impossible landing was 
made and Lieut. Harmon rode all night 
over bandit country to Esteli in order 
to report the accident. 


A very unfortunate incident occurred 
a few days ago when private Detra ran 
afoul with a drunken native while on 
his way back to field from liberty, and 
the native attacked him with a knife, 
slashing him on the neck, back and legs 
before “Rosy” Dykes ran to his assist- 
ance and came near killing the attacker. 
It is thought that Detra’s hat saved his 
life as it prevented the knife from cut- 
ting deeper into his neck. Sixty-nine 
stitches were needed to sew up the 
wounds while the native did not regain 
consciousness for 24 hours. Dykes ran 
him into a native hut and after throwing 
three men and two women out who at- 
tacked him, shouldered the native at- 
tacker and threw him in a truck that 
took him to jail. Needless to say Dikes 
gets a wide berth when he makes 4 
mission into Managua since the incident. 
He no doubt saved Detra’s life and many 
“Mucho Bravos” greet him when he 


walks down to the native village. 
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WITH THE FIFTH REGIMENT ON 
DUTY IN NICARAGUA 


We still have hopes—one of the boys 
going back to the States on the first 
trip of the “Argonne” writes that he 
is now in civilian life and will use his 
influence in getting a bill through Con- 
gress to construct a ship for the pur- 
pose of returning us to the States. 

This country is fast returning to 
tranquility with the people returning to 
their work and homes. It is hard to 
realize that a few months ago the en- 
tire country was up in arms, that there 
were only a few of the larger cities safe 
and that because Marines were there 
to make them safe. Now people are 
at their work, industry is getting under 
way and only in the far interior are any 
signs of strife. There a few bands are 
roaming about pillaging what they can 
lay their hands on. The power of these 
bands is on the wane and after some 
trying hours we believe we “Have the 
situation well in hand.” 

Now that banditry is on the wane, our 
attention is turned to preparing to 
efficiently handle the elections. To be 
properly prepared to supervise these 
elections we must all be acquainted with 
the language and the nature of the peo- 
ple and the country in general. In this 
preparation we have months of study 
before us. The lead in this campaign 
of acquainting ourselves with the Span- 
ish language and the customs of the 
people is being taken by Colonel L. M. 
Gulick, the Brigade Commander and the 
Commanding Officer of the Fifth Regi- 
ment, who is encouraging in every way 
the study of Spanish, and giving an op- 
portunity to all hands to observe and 
study the nature of the people of the 
country. 

Private First Class Chappuis, for- 
merly of Regimental Headquarters, has 
been assigned to duty with the: Guardia 
Nacional at his request. Competition 
led to this request. For some time he 
has been losing ground due to the ap- 
pearance of Marines doing duty as offi- 
cers in the Guardia and apparently he 
is of the opinion that a Sam Browne 
would help his appearance. Best of luck 
to him. 

It is understood that General McCoy, 
U. S. Army. who has been here for the 
purpose of securing data to be used in 
connection with the supervision of the 
elections to be held in 1928, has ex- 
pressed the opinion that Marines are the 
proper forces to handle the situation 
existing in this country. We quite agree 
with the General, not only for this situa- 
tion and this country, but any situation 
in any country. 

Colonel Gulick in company with Gen- 
eral McCoy left Managua on the 13th 
enroute to the East Coast by railway, 
lake and river transportation for the 
purpose of inspecting posts along the 
east coast of Nicaragua. Accompanying 
General McCoy and Colonel Gulick are 
Lt. Hasbrouk, U. S. Army, aide to Gen- 


‘ eral McCoy; Lt. Cockrell, U. S. M. C., 


Marine aide; Sergeant Lyles and Cor- 
poral Silvernail. We now have informa- 
tion that they have completed the inspec- 
tion and are in the Canal Zone. 

A new addition to the Regiment is 
Lieutenant Colonel Berry, who joined 


He is 


from Puget Sound, Washington. 
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Brigade and Regimental Executive Offi- 
cer. During the absence of Colonel Gu- 
lick on the inspection trip on the East 
Coast, Colonel Berry is acting as Com- 
manding Officer of the 5th Regiment. 

With the departure of Brigade, the 
5th Regiment Headquarters took over 
the work of the Brigade in addition to 
the Regimental work. Consequently 
Sergeant Green of Headquarters is be- 
ginning to do some tall figuring on the 
problem of when there shall be rest 
periods and liberty. In addition to his 
duties as Brigade and Regimental Cor- 
respondence Clerk he is also the Color 
Sergeant and rendering honors here is 
as plentiful as sand storms on the Sa- 
hara Desert. The Headquarters are 
located in the Presidential Palace. The 
president rules from the upper deck and 
we rule from the lower deck. Across the 
street from the Presidential Palace is 
the Mess Hall and the pavilion where 
open-air movies are given each night. 
In connection with movies, we noticed 
Sergeant George Armstrong taking in a 
movie the other night. What is the 
matter George, the supply of beer run 
out? 

Isn’t it funny how ones mind gets 
warped. For instance, a few days ago 
Sergeant George Minnehan, who handles 
the personnel reports, received a report 
from the 51st Company at Bluefields that 
ten men had been sent to Rio Grande 
Bar. He was rather doubtful about 
showing this on his distribution report 
and when pressed for a reason why ex- 
plained that he knew quite a number of 
the fellows visited the bars but that 
it was while off duty and had never be- 
fore been shown on his distribution of 
troops. He was surprised when we ex- 
plained to him that Rio Grande Bar was 
a Nicaraguan City (four or five huts) 
and not a bar with a brass rail in front. 

Along with the SIRIUS the other day 
came First Sergeant Vaughn, Sergeant 
Harry Morgan and Corporal Beadle for 
duty with the Guardia. They all brought 
news of the old outfits in the States and 
many an hour is being spent in swapping 
yarns with them. We can assure them 
that the taste of the contents is like 
the label reads. 

One organization that we have not 
mentioned in former writeups but which 
deserves much credit for doing its bit 
towards the success of our mission in 
Nicaragua is the Post Exchange. Or- 
ganized upon our arrival by Captain A. 
T. Lewis with practically nothing, this 
organization under clever management 
of Captain Lewis and later Captain R. 
W. Winter has certainly filled its mis- 
sion. It brings the type of articles that 
we are accustomed to right to us and at 
prices that we can afford. Not only has 
it served the units here in Managua, but 
it has used every means that could be 
thought of to get supplies through to 
the men in the isolated places. Many a 
package of cigarettes has been dropped 
from planes to troops in the field. Ser- 
geant Eyler has been one of the main- 
stays of the Exchange and to him we owe 
much credit for long hours of work look- 
ing forward to supplying much needed 
articles to troops here and in the field. 
Profits from the Exchange have been 
used for recreation, movies, funds -for 
athletic equipment, events, and ete. 
What would we do without an Exchange? 
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After wandering practically all over 
Nicaragua, with one column and then an- 
other “Micky” Maguire has finally re- 
turned to Managua. He left Managua 
with the Nueva Segovia Expedition 
under Major Floyd and incidently this 
is the Expedition that broke the back- 
bone of banditry in the Nueva Segovia 
Province. Since the 15th of August on 
which date this expedition reached Oco- 
tal on its return trip, “Micky” has been 
gradually making his way back. Yes, it 
is the same fellow that is handling the 
Mail Clerk job in Brigade Headquarters, 
although he has now shaved up, gotten 
a haircut and doesn’t look so much like 
a bandit as he did upon his return to 
Managua. 

We have heard lots of fairy tales in 
our youth and have heard and seen many 
unbelievable things since growing up but 
the greatest wonder of them all is to 
have a BED on an expedition. There is 
a marine here raving about having a 
real BED with SPRINGS, a MATTRESS 
and even white sheets. He even has a 
pillow (not a rock one either). To a lot 
of people a bed is just a bed, but to a 
Marine on expeditionary duty, such a 
thing is PARADISE. Ye Gods! what a 
pleasure to stretch out on a mattress 
in a real bed between clean white sheets. 
Oh, no; the Quartermaster did not get 
generous and issue him this BED (not 
bunk, mind you). He inherited it when 
he moved into the Palace. Yes, he lives 
in the palace, says if a president can 
live in a palace there is no reason why 
a Marine can’t. Of course he is the 
man on watch in Headquarters after taps 
has sounded. 

Mail arrived from the States yester- 
day and consequently everybody smiles 
this morning. We notice that among 
those always foremost when mail is 
at hand is Private First Class Bruder 
and we further notice that he generally 
carries away his share of those colored, 
scented envelopes. At first we were in- 
clined to believe he must have been 
something of a social hound in the 
States, but we have begun to notice that 
those envelopes are all alike, conse- 
quently our power of deduction has led 
us to believe that all of his social am- 
bition has been stressed on one person. 

Along with the mail came the Leather- 
necks which are always enjoyed. We 
notice that the Sixth Regiment speaks 
of the “Smith” in the Marine Corps as 
being their file clerk, Smith is also our 
file clerk. Isn’t it miraculous how this 
man handles the files of two regiments 
when one is in China and the other in 
Nicaragua, or is it possible that the Ma- 
rine Corps has two Smiths? Our 
Smith’s first handle is Wayne. How 
does that check up with the personal 
file card kept by the Sixth Regiment? 
He uses the “Non-find-it” system and 
the Sergeant Major is now after him to 
put strings on some of the files. An 
example of how gdéod this system is can 
be illustrated by what took place sev- 
eral days ago. While everything was 
going along quiet like a native ran into 
the office and in an excited manner asked 
the Sergeant Major to hide him from 
a bunch of natives pursuing him. The 
Sergeant Major said “Sure, jump into 
that file case over there. No one has 


ever been able to find anything in there 
yet.” 
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Assisting Smith on the files is Private 
Aleott, who is also our foremost au- 
thority on watches, clocks and ete. 
Watches especially are attractive to him. 
One morning recently he was trying to 
give a watch to everybody he met, ask- 
ing if it belonged to them. Finally he 
found the man it HAD belonged to but 
he also found that he had made a pur- 
chase of it. He claims the label read 
SILVER SPRAY, and by the way I be- 
lieve it was a silver watch. 

We know that this remark will not 
have any effect on the price of cheese in 
Bulgaria, but we say it anyway—Ser- 
geant Tobin of the Quartermaster De- 
partment says that if he had a farm in 
Nicaragua and a home in Hades he would 
sell the farm and go home. What is the 
matter Tobin? 

Just when we are on the point of mail- 
ing this there comes by plane a report 
of how again a detachment of the Fifth 
has lived up to its traditions. At Tel- 
paneca, a detachment consisting of 20 
marines of the 16th and 23rd Companies, 
25 Guardia Nacional of the 3rd Com- 
pany with Lieutenant Herbert S. Keim- 
ling, U. S. M. C., of the Guardia, Com- 
manding, was attacked by a bandit force 
under the Bandit Salgado estimated at 
one hundred forty men. The bandits 
were well armed with Lewis machine 
guns, sub-Thompsons, hand bombs, dyna- 
mite bombs and rifles. Due to the fact 
that the only communication to be had 
with this garrison is by panel signals 
and airplane pick-up, details of the fight 
are very meagre, but it is known that 
the bandits gave up the task of taking 
the town in the manner of having bitten 
off a little more than they could chew, 
leaving with 20 killed and 50 wounded. 

In the above fight we were unfortunate 
in having our friend Private Lenton C. 
Russell killed in action, and Private 
James S. Glaser, both of the 23rd Com- 
pany, badly wounded. The entire Regi- 
ment extends its sympathy to the rela- 
tives and many friends of these two 
brave comrades who typify the spirit of 
the American youth serving Old Glory. 


Adios. 
CECIL S. ALLYN. 


By Eddie M. Hughes 

“Long time no hear from,” is the way 
a Chinaman would put it, but it has 
been a long time since you have heard 
from us—the Dollar Line Trail Blazers. 
We arrived in Shanghai on the 28th of 
July, with banners flying and everybody 
in good spirits. We landed in Shanghai 
about 4 p. m., and we went to the 4th 
Regt. Headquarters for chow (what a 
change in menu to what we had on the 
“Pierce”). After chow the first platoon 
was billited with the Ist Bn., 4th Regt., 
and the 2nd platoon was billeted with 
the 3rd Bn., 4th Regt. The first thing 
we did was to get our land legs back 
again, then we polished up a bit and 
then gave the Orientals a treat. Most of 
the boys bought curios of Shanghai, and 
a snack of beer. “If Volstead could 
only see his boys here in China.” The 
only thing that we couldn’t find in 
Shanghai was Chop Suey cafes. Have 
to go back to Frisco or Washington, D. 
C., for that, I guess. 

Just when everyone was getting well 
acquainted orders came that we, would 
sail on the S. S. “Pecos” (tanker) on 
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August 13, for Tientsin, with 100 ma- 
rines under the command of Capt. A. G. 
Rome that was to arrive on the Dollar 
Liner, S. S. “President Taft” from the 
States on August 12th. We boarded the 
U. S. S. “Pecos” on the morning of the 
12th and loaded stores for our buddies 
in Tientsin. The good old “President 
Pierce” passed us on the way up the 
river to its berth, and we gave them 
three rousy cheers, and they responded. 
The “President Taft” passed us shortly 
after the “Pierce,” and we gave the 
boys a welcome to China. Capt. Rome 
and his detail came aboard in the after- 
noon. We were pretty well crowded, 
and sleeping space was at a premium, 
but as good marines we made the best 
of it which is not saying very much. 
The morning of the 13th, as we were 
standing by to up anchor, the “Pierce” 
down the river headed for the 


came 
States, again we gave them three 
cheers and Mr. Zimmerman, second 
mate of the “President Pierce,” sent a 


radiogram to Lt. T. J. Crawford, wish- 
ing the marines good luck and bon voy- 
age. 

The trip up the coast to Tientsin was 
uneventful save that we stopped at 
Tsingtao to oil the submarine tenders 
stationed there. That city has the repu- 
tation of being the cleanest city in the 
Orient, but as no liberty was granted 
there to the enlisted men, I cannot vouch 
for it. 

On the 16th of August we arrived 16 
miles off Taku Bar, but we were then 
86 miles from the town of Tientsin. All 
day we unloaded stores on to the light- 
ers and did not finish unloading until 
eleven that night. We then boarded the 
lighter and with a two-ton tug in front 
of us, we steamed up the Hai Ho river, 
and arrived in Tientsin the next morn- 
ing, the 17th. There was much rejoic- 
ing on the docks, as some of the old- 
timers met old-timers, officers and en- 
listed men alike. 

We were sent to various companies in 
the 6th Regt. and 4th Regt. Capt. 
Rome was sent to the 2nd Bn., 4th Regt., 
to command the 10th Company, and our 
Lt. Crawford was sent to that company 
also. So fellows, the “President Pierce” 
Detachment is passed history never to 
be forgotten. and again we take our 
hats off to the officers and crew of the 


“President Pierce” for the way they 
treated us on the trip over. 
BRIGADE HEADOUARTERS AND 


HEADQUARTERS COMPANY, 
PORT AU PRINCE. REPUB- 
LIC OF HAITI 
By Allen L. Krohn 

For the past few months all the boys 
have been watching the antics of a cer- 
tain chauffeur in front of the Commis- 
sary. Carefully he doffs his “chapeau” 
and with caressing fingers smooths out 
his curly hair. We poor mortals haven't 
got a chance when he gets his 60-watt 
smile to working and shows his pretty 
teeth. Well. go to it old chap; you're a 
better man than we are 

Kid Tussey is due to depart from our 
sunny shores in the very near future to 
study the possibilities of becoming a 
clerk. Tuss has been Stogsdill’s “aide 
de camp” in the Brigade Post Office 
where that slave driver (Stoggy) has 
been making him “put out.” It is even 
rumored that Grimes is going into 
mourning when Tussey goes. Such is 
life in the Marine “Crops.” 
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Our own dear little Karpf is still going 
around making everyone miserable by 
his abuse of the “Kings” English. This 
sterling young lad will probably attain 
the rank of corporal in the near future 
and then nobody will be able to talk to 
him. By the way, talking of promotions 
the following attained the rank of Ser- 
geant on the 1st of October: Corporals 
Wendell Stogsdill, Ira T. Ball, Lyman §., 
Purviance, Ray Rozenburg and Fred G. 
Wilson. Sure sounds like a field day to 
me. 

Eli Kantner is on the sick list at the 
Field Hospital and his running mate 
“Snookum” Smith is almost in despair. 
Daily the latter calls up the hospital to 
inquire after Eli’s condition and the only 
reply he ever gets is a request to send 
along cigarettes. Incidentally 
Kantner is trying to emulate a certain 
officer regarding the growth of certain 
hirsute adornments. 

The tennis team here started out like 
a house afire and then took an awful 
tumble. First they defeated the U. S. S. 
“Woodcock” team in singles and doubles 
and then took a lacing in straight 
matches from the Haitien Tennis Asso- 
ciation. “Homer” Dyess and “Rosie” 
Rosenthal comprise the singles players 
and Redfearn and the writer the doubles. 
We hope to avenge this defeat soon and 
then look out Davis Cup. 

There is only one thing that worries 
us now and that is having to wear leg- 
gings on liberty. If we could only wear 
straight trousers, our cup of delight 
would be filled. It sure is awfully hot 
when one tries to lace up a pair of leg- 
gings in the heat of the afternoon when 
the old thermometer stands around 90 
degrees. 

Among the new arrivals in the com- 
pound during the last few months were 
Lieutenant A. H. Butler, Sergeant Den- 
nison and Sergeant Coogan not forget- 
ting First Sergeant Pyne. Lt. Butler is 
taking the baseball team in hand and 
whipping it into fine shape and with 
one or two exceptions has all the posi- 
tions well taken care of. The baseball 
league starts on the Ist of November 
and the Brigade is out to take Kyle’s 
scalp. Lt. Beall of the Gendarmerie is 
coming along great guns now and will 
have to be watched. 

We received a letter from Joe Stalcup 
the other day in answer to our lost ad 
and if he reads this he will know that 
there is a reply on the way. All the 
boys send their regards Joe, and were 
sorry to hear that you were laid up. 

White, the baseball wizard of the 
Brigade Quartermaster’s Office, has been 
a good boy for the past month and all 
the men on the top side are hoping this 
isn’t a “flash in the pan.” White knows 
more about baseball than “Jawn” Mce- 
Graw. This goes for boxing, bangtails 
and bull, so you can see that the old boy 
is a pretty wise “garcon.” White and 
Smith were invited to a dinner the other 
evening and White’s partner couldn't 
speak a word of English. When sweet 
William got the old French “Parlaying” 
properly he almost sold the Brooklyn 
Bridge, with the Woolworth Building 
thrown in for good measure. 

Our old friends Bill Williams and John 
Hoffner departed on the last Kittery 
amid agonizing groans from the female 
population of Port au Prince. 
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OUT OF THE BRIG 
By LOU WYLIE 


—— Dear Fellows: 
Do you ever think 
of what it will be 
like after you get 
out of the Corps? 
Now, don’t all 
answer at once, 
| nor try to tell me 
| that you can’t 
wait to get out, 
or that you are so 
tired of the Out- 
fit that once your 
time is done you 
won’t want to 
hear of it 
for I have been 
Lou Wylie finding out some 
interesting things lately that will cer- 
tainly go far to prove both of these ideas 
are what is popularly known as “the 
bunk.” For some reason fate has been 
kind enough to throw several ex-marines 
in my way during the past month and I 
have had a very excellent opportunity 
to find out just how they feel about the 
Corps now that they have been out of it 
for several years. The first chap we 
ran across is a fellow by the name of 
Saling. He is a detective in the Auto- 
mobile Theft Bureau of this city and 
noted our ring, which gave him an op- 
portunity to launch into some very thrill- 
ing experiences he had while in the avia- 
tion, and serving in the tropics. After an 
hour and a half went by and he had 
paused for breath we asked him, “And 
weren’t you glad to be out?” 


“Sure,” was the reply, “it is one tire- 
some life; I don’t know anything more 
monotonous unless it is this darn Job I 
have now.” Then a reminiscent smile 
spread over his rather good-looking face, 
and he added, “Say, I didn’t know how 
well off I was, and if I wasn’t married I 
would go right out and ship over again 
today. That sure was the life.” 


The next chap we met was named 
Crawford. Unfortunately we could not 
get these boys’ first names as they shy 
right off the subject if they think they 
are talking for publication. He is now 
Interne at Charity Hospital, having re- 
cently graduated in medicine. As with 
most of the boys who did real fighting 
with the Marines in France he refused 
to discuss the question of the war at all, 
but when we asked what he thought of 
the Corps in general he replied: 


“It is sure one great outfit. I sure 
would love to live over some of the time 
again that I put in soldiering in the Ma- 
rine Corps.” 

Then came along Bishop. Fortunately 
for us, Bishop came along at just the 
right time, as we had suddenly decided 
to shift our abode from the attic to the 
second floor, and having no assistance, 
Bishop found us penned up on the stair- 
way with an iron bed tightly and securely 
wedged between the bannisters and the 
wall. He very carefully and methodic- 


ally set to work and moved the bed for 
us, as well as the best part of the bal- 
ance of our portable property before he 
confessed to being the electrician who 
had come to wire the apartment. 
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“Why all this kindness?” we inquired 
as we proffered him one of our few re- 
maining dollar bills. 

“Oh, just that ring you have on,” was 
the reply. 

Having by this time got his step lad- 
der into position and started work we 
parked ourselves on a pile of books at 
the ladder’s foot and harkened while he 
told us about soldiering with one “Loco” 
Brown in the tropics, and of one Mc- 
Arthur who would never clean his rifle 
and who, upon inspection, brought it out 
with a dirt dauber’s nest and a lot of 
green leaves chucked in the barrel. After 
some years out of the Corps it is still 
so dear to the heart of this chap that 
there was so much pleasant and humor- 
ous to remember that it was late after- 
noon before we got around to the Tun- 
ney-Dempsey fight and when the other 
member of the electrical contracting firm 
of Bishop Bros. came around to find out 
what was wrong that his brother had 
not returned to the shop he found him 
still upon the ladder, giving an excellent 
demonstration of some of Tunney’s best 
moments, with much-much electrical 
work still undone. Such are the fellows 
who think they are so tired of the Ma- 
rine Corps that once out of it, they will 
never want to hear of it again. There 
is more truth than poetry in that “Once 
a Marine—always a Marine.” 


MAYBE IT WAS THE SPAGHETTI 


From a recent issue of the Item-Tri- 
bune, a New Orleans paper, we note the 
death of one Battista Casano on Sept. 
27th, 1927, and further that he was 
“aged 67 years, a native of Palermo, 
Italy, and a resident of New Orleans for 
70 years.” 


The fellow who is working on an ad- 
justable ring that will fit all the girls 
that a fellow becomes engaged to during 
the summer might also try an inex- 
haustible hip flask, and some lipstick 
that will respond to gasoline, sal soda 
and ammonia when it gets on the sleeve 
of a fellow’s blue uniform. 


A marine has a brother who has been 
married three times. He recently took 
unto his self a fourth wife, a lady who 
had twice been widowed. Upon finding 
a number of unsealed wedding invita- 
tions the Leatherneck, so the story goes, 
surreptitiously took them out of the en- 
velope and scrawled across each one. 

“Be sure to come. This is no amateur 
performance.” 


We have heard at last why mosquitoes 
sing. There are no other mosquitoes to 
bother them. 


A fellow recently wrote the promoter 
of one of the local lovelorn columns, say- 
ing that he had his girl out the night be- 
fore to supper, then to a show and later 
to a cabaret where they danced before 
taking her home, and he asked that if, 
upon leaving her, he shouldn’t have 
kissed her. 

“No,” was the expert’s advice. 
did enough for her.” 


“Vou 


“You better keep your eyes open 
around here today,” said an old-timer 
to a boot. 

“Why?” asked the boot anxiously. 

“Because,” said the O. T., “they will 
sure think you are a dumb one if you 
go walking around with ’em shut.” 
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Napoleon, it is said, once met a one- 
armed soldier begging upon the streets 
in Paris. 

“How did you lose your arm, my good 
man,” asked the Little General. 

“In your service, at Austerlitz,” re- 
spectfully replied the soldier. There- 
upon Napoleon conferred upon him the 
Medal of Honor. 

“And what, General, would have been 
my reward had I lost both arms,” asked 
the soldier. 

“T would have made you an officer,” 
was Napoleon’s response, whereupon the ° 
man immediately drew a sword and cut 
off his other arm. 


“Abie,” said the teacher in an East- 
side public school, “define the word Vor- 
tex.” 

“Vortex,” said little Abie, “why it’s 
the two cents more we have to pay to 
go to the picture show.” 


And now, though it will be rather late 
when it reaches you, “THREE CHEERS 
FOR OUR BOY FRIEND, GENE TUN- 
NEY.” The Marine Corps certainly 
makes MEN. 


AND WE DON’T GET EVEN A DOL- 
LAR A DAY 
By Jawbone 

Tex Rickard paid Gene Tunney $1,- 
000,000 round dollars in the coin of the 
realm for thirty minutes of fighting at 
Chicago which to our mind is all wrong 
when we think of how long it would 
take us to earn that much at a dollar 
a day—if we got that much, which 
we don’t. That old saying “A dollar a 
day for a million days—a million dol- 
lars” sounds fine but how long would it 
have taken Gene to earn his million had 
he remained one of us? Well here it is: 

It would have taken him 2,777.7777777 
years to get his million. If Cyrus had 
enlisted in the Marine Corps in his prime 
and continued until this date he would 
have had his million almost by now. 
Julius Caesar would have had the first 
hitch on his million. Peter the Hermit 
would have only about half of his million. 

If Tunney had been forced to walk 
post four hours every day until he had 
made a million he would have walked 
about 10,000,000 miles and would have 
worn out about 10,000 pairs of Hermans. 
If he had been a cook for this length of 
time he would have served about 897,- 
976,548,347,952,837 beans and 764,378,926 
plates of slum. If he had merely en- 
listed for the duration of the wars -he 
would have had to serve during 2,000 wars 
before he made the pile of dough that 
he made in thirty minutes of individual 
combat. 

If Jack Dempsey had enlisted in the 
Marine Corps at the same time that 
Tunney did, they both would have gone 
to Parris Island together and then they 
would have been matched for the edifica- 
tion of their fellow marines. If they 
had fought thirty minutes they would 
have received about 10 cents each for 
their trouble. Thus Uncle Sam. could 
have underwritten a million and a half 
dollar fight for 20 cents. 


But we must get back to peeling those 
spuds. We’ve got a long time to do to 


get our million. 
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Motive: The Best Educated Military 


Service in the World. 


WASHINGTON, D. C. 


October 10, 1927—Monthly Report 


Total number individuals enrolled................. 7,519 
Total number enrolled since last report : 269 
Total number disenrolled since last report. . 93 
Number examination papers received during period 1,627 
Total number graduates to date... .......... 3,717 


Read this Letter from a former Student in the Marine 
Corps Institute. It will interest you. 


11 Progresso Italo-Americano, 
New York City. 
September 15, 1927. 

The Director, 

The U. S. Marine Corps Institute, 

Washington, D. C. 


Dear Sir:—I am an ex-marine and an ex-M. C. I. student of your worthy institution. I feel happy to write you, after 
more than two years in civil life, to express to you and to your instructors my deepest appreciation for the great help you have 
given me. 

I believe among the thousands of benefited students by the Marine Corps Institute, I am the most benefited one. In fact, 
when I first enrolled five years ago, I was unable not only to talk English but to write it as a student of a sound foreign educa- 
tion ought to be able. It certainly was a hard task for me when I took up the Good English Course, not because the course 
itself was difficult to understand but simply because I was a new American and did not know the English language. But my 
purpose in enlisting in the Marine Corps was to learn how to be an American in both a military and an educational way; therefore, 
with this ideal fixed in my mind, through constant efforts and perseverance in my studies, I had the opportunity to learn the 
English language well, and many other commercial subjects with it, which helped me materially in civil life. 

I often ask myself, “Where else could I have gained such education and experience except in the Marine Corps Institute? 
Even if I had devoted all my time and all my possible means to outside schools, I don’t think I could have gained the same 
education. 

The Marine Corps Institute is a wonderful institution. I owe to it my success in civil life and my quick Americanization. 
I am now ideally employed by the greatest Italian newspaper in this country, IL PROGRESSO ITALO-AMERICANO, thanks 
to the M. C. I. courses and training. I am grateful to it and so am I to all its instructors. The Marine Corps Institute leads 
its awakened students to the road of SUCCESS, and every ambitious marine ought to make good use of it. It may seem untrue 
to many unwary marines, but they will find out in civil life about its value, welfare, and material benefits. This is too true. 
Sometimes many a person has the opportunity within reach and does not know how to grasp it. 

I wish every marine—no matter what his education may be — would avail himself of the great advantages offered by the 
Marine Corps Institute, for the system employed by it is unique and understandable, the results are sure, and the training 
is worth while in the future. 

I feel so enthusiastic about the Institute that I am spontaneously writing this rather long letter which tells of my feeling 
toward it, and I wish it may be of incentive impulse to the ever-augmenting number of the M. C. I. students. 

Again I wish to thank you for the great advantages and benefits which you and your instructors have helped me derive 
from the U. S. Marine Corps Institute. 


Yours respectfully, 


(S) RICHARD GUZZARDI. 


The Marine Corps Institute offers a selection of 233 academic and vocational courses containing the latest infor- 
mation about the subjects to which they pertain. The average cost of these courses if taken by a civilian with a correspond- 
ence school would be One Hundred Fifty ($150.00) Dollars. THEY ARE GIVEN FREE TO ALL MARINES. 

Ask your school officer for a catalogue, select a course n which you are interested and then fill out the attached slip 
and mail it to the Marine Corps Institute. 


MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE, WASHINGTON, D. C.: 
I DESIRE TO ENROLL IN THE............... COURSE 
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SEVENTH REGIMENT RESERVE 


Major H. W. Stone returned to sta- 
tion from leave in Europe, on Septem- 
ber 12th and resumed command of the 
Seventh Regiment, on that date. 

Captain Philip DeRonde, commanding 
the 303rd Company, Marine Corps Re- 
serve, has been promoted to -the rank 
of major in the Marine Corps branch 
of the New York Naval Militia, and on 
October 3rd commenced the instruction 
of the battalion composed of the 303rd 
and 304th Companies at the Brooklyn 
Armory, in preparation for participation 
in the Military Tournament to be held 
the week of October 17th at the new 
Madison Square Garden, New York City. 

First Lieutenant T. J. Kilcourse, Ad- 
jutant of the 7th Reserve Regiment will 
be detached and ordered to proceed by 
mail steamer to Nicaragua on October 
22nd, for duty with the Fifth Regiment. 
Lieutenant Kileourse has made many 
friends here, who will regret to see him 
leave. At the October dinner of the 
reserve officers, resident in New York 
City and vicinity, at a date to be an- 
nounced later, Lieutenant Kilcourse will 
be the honor guest of the evening. 

First Lieutenant David A. Stafford 
will relieve First Lieutenant T. J. Kil- 
course as Regimental Adjutant. 


AN OPEN LETTER 
Sauk Rapids, Minn., Oct. 3, 1927. 
The Leatherneck, 
Washington, D. C. 
Sirs:— 

The writer has just returned from the 
Paris convention and below is a report 
of the Second Division dinner which you 
may publish if you think that it would 
be interesting to the readers of The 
Leatherneck. 

On the occasion of the American Le- 
gion Convention in Paris September 19, 
1927, a landing party of forty-seven Ma- 
rines held forth at a wonderful banquet 
together with their buddies of the Sec- 
ond Division, 9th and 23rd Inf., 12th, 
15th and 17th Artillery, 2nd Engrs., and 
etc., on Tuesday evening, September 20th 
at the Brassarie Universal, 33 Avenue 
de l’Opera. 

All of the Old Second Division pep and 
enthusiasm was present and all of the 
battles were fought and won again. 
There was many a meeting of shipmates 
with exclamations of “By God, I thought 
you were bumped off in the ravine near 
Lucy le Bocage or Blanc Mont, etc,” or 


THE LEATHERNECK 


“What has become of Sergeant Gronb 
or of Corporal Jaw Bone?” 

The scuttle butt was working to ca- 
pacity and there was plenty of choice 
Vin blanc, vin rouge. As for water, 
that was made for the ducks and to flow 
under bridges. 

These French chefs know how to mix 
up the chow and it was decided to re- 
cruit all Marine mess sergeants from 
their ranks in the future. 

MENU 
“Hors d’Oeuvre” 
Potage a la Tripoli 

Filets de Soles avec Cavite sauce 

Poularde de Bresse a la Quantico 

Pommes de terre a la Von Steuben, 

Mais a la Verdun 
Salade a la Bois de Belleau 
Parfait Glace’ Soissons, 
Paillettes St. Mihiel 
Fruits de Blane Mont 
Fromage de Somme Py 
Noisette de Argonne 
Cafe a la Rhine 
Liqueurs la mode Home Sector. 

There were no speeches as no one had 
time to listen to any after-dinner ora- 
tory, but every one was sounding off 
along his own particular line. In fact, 
boys, it was a wonderful evening, the 
best of all Legion Week. 

The following Leathernecks 
present: 

Col. B. W. Sibley, 6th Regt.; Capt. C. 
Dunbeck, 5th Regt.; Capt. J. W. Thoma- 
son, 5th Regt.; L. Hess, 80th Co., 6th 
Regt.; Julius K. Christiansen, 96th Co., 
6th Regt.; I. E. Mitchke, 18th Co., 5th 
Regt.; Fred Nash and wife, 83rd Co., 6th 
Regt.; E. F. Anthony, 82nd Co., 6th 
Regt.; A. J. Murphy, 97th Co., 6th Regt.; 
Chester Ruth, 97th Co., 6th Regt.; Alvin 
W. Saunders, 77th Co., 6th Regt.; Capt. 
Clarence Ball, 16th Co., 6th Regt.; Major 
R. K. Ryland, 5th Regt.; Frank V. Artig, 
80th Co., 6th Regt.; A. C. Wesling, 80th 
Co., 6th Regt.; W. V. Sullivan, 16th Co., 
5th Regt.; O. P. Berge, 78th Co., 6th 
Regt.; Harvey Wells, 51st Co., 5th Regt.; 
W. L. Brigham and wife, 79th Co., 6th 
Regt.; Joun Quam, 97th Co.; D. E. Wall, 
75th Co., 6th Regt.; Sidney Broosta, 79th 
Co., 6th Regt. 

Chas. Walker, 77th Co., 6th Regt.; C. 
H. Bevington, 83rd Co., 6th Regt.; Ray 
Hawking, Supply Co., 6th Regt.; Eddie 
W. Baker, 43rd Co., 5th Regt.; P. C. 
Garnache, 6th Regt.; Wm. Dyer, 79th Co., 
6th Regt.; Ralph B. Dort and wife, 
Hdars., 6th Regt.; Dr. R. W. Kraft and 


were 


Corps Reserve: 


they were discharged. 


of their opportunities. 


MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE COURSES OPEN TO RESERVES 


The following is reprinted for the information of members of the Marine 


1. Members of uniformed, organized reserve companies may enroll for 
any of the courses in the curriculum of the Marine Corps Institute. 

2. Members of Class IV (a), Fleet Marine Corps Reserve, may complete 
courses in which they had enrolled while in active service. 

3. Members of Class VI, Volunteer Marine Corps Reserve, may complete 
courses in which they had enrolled while in active service. 

4. Members of Class III, Fleet Marine Corps Reserve, may finish courses 
in which they had enrolled while in active service; provided that, they were 
active students and had submitted one lesson during the month in which 


Reservists who fulfill the above conditions may receive instruction from 
the Marine Corps Institute free of charge, and are urged to take advantage 
Address all communications on this subject to: The 
Director, Marine Corps Institute, Washington, D. C. 
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wife, 5th Regt.; Dr. O. E. Van Alyera, 
6th Regt.; Wm. R. O. Berske, Wendell 
Westover; Jos. E. Rendwell 97th Co., 6th 
Regt.; James Giblin, 83rd Co., 6th Regt.; 
Earl McCrumb, 96th Co., 6th Regt.; Iven 
C. Stickney, 45th Co., 5th Regt.; C. O. 
Winton, 79th Co., 6th Regt.; J. M. Rae- 
din, Co. B, 5th Machine Gun Bat.; Rich- 
ard E. Platt, 20th Co., 5th Regt.; J. E. 
Bairs and wife, 6th Regt.; Wesley W. 
Kemp and wife, 6th Regt.; Lawrence E. 
Johnson and wife, 5th Regt; Frank 
Becker. 

H. A. Ingals and wife, 2nd Div. Sani- 
tary Train; John Tuers, Co. C, 12th Field 
Art.; Dan J. Ready, 15th Field Art.; 
Ivan. V. Kuarr, 23rd Inf.; Leo. J .Bailey, 
Co. M, 9th Inf.; Capt. A. E. Hawkins, 
9th Inf.; J. R. Garrison, 23rd Inf.; Dr. 
Irving Silver; J. L. Roberts, Hdqr., 12th 
Field Art.; Patureau, Interpreter, 12th 
Field Art.; Edgar H. Drums, 2nd En- 
gineers; Stanley Arazny, Co. A, 23rd 
Inf.; Capt. C. Burdert, 9th Inf.; Frank 
Schissel, 9th Inf. 

(A number of guests departed before 
registering. Eighty were present.) 

The Marine Hymn was vigorously sung 
and arrangements were made to go to 
Belleau Woods in a body. 

Two days later we went to Belleau 
Woods in a body and spent the day 
roaming over the ground that is so 
sacred to us. With the exception of 
two roads—a path and a small area 
where the underbrush has been removed 
—the woods remain the same. The 
underbrush has grown up to such an 
extent that it is almost impossible to 
find an old hole that you dug in June of 
1918, but if you have patience to plow 
through the blackberry bushes and young 
trees interlaced with ivy, you will see 
that it is still there. Shell holes also 
that you remember when they were 
made are still unfilled except with water. 
Those who could not locate themselves 
were assisted by Capt. C. Dunbeck of 
the 5th Regiment who, in the interests 
of the Second Division Association, had 
taken up a residence in the little vil- 
lage of Belleau and familiarized himself 
with the positions of all the companies 
in the 4th brigade from Vaux to Cam- 
pillon prior to the convention week. 

In order for me to find a certain fox 
hole which was not in Belleau Woods 
proper it was necessary for me to follow 
the course through the ravine and along 
the woods from Lucy le Bocage which 
I took when getting water for the pla- 
toon in 1918. There again was a black- 
berry bush on the very spot.so familiar 
to me. When I ate thereof it was in 
rememberance of the comrades whose 
life blood had fertilized the ground 
where they grew. 

A number of the Marines collected 
near the old battered hunting lodge over- 
looking the cemetery. A second division 
chaplain among us raised his hand and 
said a few words of prayer and we de- 
seended by the General Pershing path 
and scattered among the crosses. Later 
on we got into our bus, passing near the 
Triangle farm through Montrieul aux 
Lion, La Ferte and Meaux practically 
the same route taken by the camions in 
1918. I finished the day with a heavy 
heart but after all to do what I had 
done that day was the real reason that 
I had returned to France. 


Yours truly, (S) FRANK V. ARTIG. 
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On the Convention side lines, it ap- 
pears to me for all the good it does a 
fellow to have a vacation, is to come 
back to work and find himself all tired 
out prior to the time of the beginning 
of his vacation, but, not so, when it 
comes to the time for a national con- 
vention, Oh Boy, that’s all together a 
much different story, in fact you can find 
many who are thinking just what he is 
going to say on the convention floor and 
what the detachment wants, etc., and still 
he returns to his work with the same old 
tune, not tired, but more than pleased 
to tell everyone what a fine time he had 
and the “if’s” and “and’s” of the whole 
affair. Regardless if friend wife did 
buy a new hat, dress, you just keep on 
raving who was there and what he did, 
and where you went and what you did 
and you just let your conversation wan- 
der off and forget all about the home 
affairs, until well, friend wife will have 
to settle it. 

That’s just about the way things will 
run after you return from a convention. 
When attending a Marine Corps League 
convention you should at least be all 
pepped up before you begin and the 
same after you return. I was once told 
that if conventions were held at least 
twice a year someone would surely go 
crazy. So I have just started to rave 
on and on. In fact I was just wondering 
whether Hinkle from Pittsburgh will 
be there, also Hathaway, Wilson and 
some others who are always loyal sup- 
porters. Then again there should be 
Hardesty from Cleveland, for he is all 
pepped up with the idea of being present. 
Lations of Worcester never would miss 
a convention. Here we are again with 
the old crew from Broadway, and that 
means Milton Solomon, Le Roy Hagen, 
Captain Howard, and Lages, they never 
failed not forgetting to add Doctor Clif- 
ford to the list, and here we should 
come into Ziegler and Baxter, also 
United from Mansfield. They also indi- 
cated they would like to bring the con- 
vention to Mansfield next year and I 
will not forget to add to my list Blazeck 
from Cleveland a member of last year’s 
finance committee. Yes, and there is 
Callan from Baltimore, now a member 
of the Washington Star newspaper 
staff. My mind is so full of the various 
names of feliows that attended last year, 
but remember should I forget to men- 
tion you also any strangers I shall look 
forward to the time when I will see you 
there. 

Now this year we should have dele- 
gates from Bridgeport, Pittsfield and 
Boston. Worcester will have a man 
there, so that will complete the New 


Philadelphia, Pa. 
October 8th, 1927. 

From: Calvin C., Greenawalt, Com- 
mandant, Major General Lit- 
tleton W. T. Waller Detach- 
ment, Marine Corps League, 
3117 N. 10th Street, Philadel- 
phia, Pa. 

To: Maj. John A. Lejeune, National 
Commandant, Marine Corps 
League. 

Subject: Resolution—presenting of 
same. 

Sir: 

1. I hereby submit to you the 

following Resolution which is re- 

spectfully recommended, that you 
bring before the Marine Corps 

League assembled in encampment 

at Erie, Pa. 

2. Whereas, The Marine Corps 
League has no Ritual or uniform 
method of Detachment procedure, 
and we feel it would be to the best 
interest of the League to have some 
form of procedure, therefore be it 

3. Resolved, That General Lit- 
tleton W. T. Waller Detachment 
No. 1, Marine Corps League, Phil- 
adelphia, Pa., urge and demand, 
the Delegates to the National En- 
campment, at Erie, Pa., do adopt a 
Ritual and some form of Detach- 
ment procedure best suited to the 
Marine Corps League; and be it 
further 

4. Resolved, That a copy of 
these Resolutions be sent to the 
National Commandant and a Copy 
to The Leatherneck, and one to be 
kept on files of this Detachment. 

CALVIN C. GREENAWALT, 

Commandant. 

HARRY L. BUEHLER, 

Adjutant. 


England Division. Now I shall travel a 
little south and pick those up in the 
Eastern Seaboard Division. Albany has 
promised a crew and that crew was 
promised a few weeks ago. Brooklyn, 
N. Y., Charleston, W. Va., and Philadel- 
phia, cannot help but get someone to 
represent them even should it be neces- 
sary to ship them by freight or express, 
even parcel post would do the job up 
fine. Pittsburgh has been mentioned 
and surely one from Syracuse, well we 
should hang ’em if they do not get busy. 
Atlanta is far away, one never can tell 
also, Parris Island, and Jackson, Miss., 
but that may mean a couple out of their 
bunch from the south. Again we shall 
mention in print the storm-torn area of 
Miami. A long ways and two days’ 
travel. Judge Stanfords, snappy, but 
small division is right in line with the 
rest. Three detachments, all in the 


largest state in the union, (Texas) com- 
prise a membership of 133 struggling 
and working members, ought to have one 
from that division. The judge has put 
his little division in the map and has 
been struggling hard to get a few ex- 
tras. Nashville, without doubt will have 
their man present. I know we will have 
someone from Cincinnati, and I am in 
doubt about Dayton, though we did have 
a chap at last year’s session. Decatur, 
well I hardly know what to say, Detroit 
oh yes, they bid and lost last year only 
to threaten the delegation with a come- 
back for the 1928 convention to be in De- 
troit. Milwaukee, South Bend, and To- 
ledo, also Youngstown, add one from all. 
Yes, “Gene” Tunney is a member of the 
Youngstown delegation and he should be 
guarded by their detachment. Omaha, 
Portland, Spokane, Salt Lake City, Se- 
attle, and as Perry said on the battle of 
Lake Erie, “Don’t give up the ship,” we 
shall always live in hopes of having a 
delegation present from the West Coast. 
And then the dream comes to an end. 

I happen to take a shy look at Tom 
Sterrett’s article, “What D’ye Know,” 
and say how about it, ain’t that some 
layout for the convention? Roxy, our 
Roxy of Radio Fame, will be present, 
Gene Tunney, of what last wallops he 
gave Dempsey, Courtney Rilley Cooper 
and Captain Ben Fogg. That’s one 
spread for the convention, something 
that has never happened before. 

The first iron clad vessel of the U. S., 
now the property of the members of the 
Louis J. Magill Detachment, in other 
words their home will be ready for in- 
spection for all members of the conven- 
tion. She attended more than one fair 
and convention, and as her years have 
passed in the ages, she again will be in- 
spected by a delegation, no not a fair 
crowd, or a midshipmen crew, but by all 
the delegates of the national convention. 
Her old parts, were hauled overland to 
Erie from various parts of the country. 
By oxen drawn carts, etc., and through 
all these years that she has served so 
faithfully, again comes to the front with 
the Marine Banners still flying high in 
the lofty breezes of sea air. Not far 
away from here, where she lies at an- 
chor, in a berth, by herself is Admiral 
Perry’s flagship. You guessed it, “The 
Niagara.” Her hull hauled from the 
bottom of Lake Erie, when I was not 
much more than a high school lad, was 
replaced and launched for the public in- 
terest. She is the property of the City 
of Erie. 

Aboard the Wolverine you will cele- 
brate your social sessions, and the eats 
for all delegates will be there for 24 
hours per day. Just take a look at Gen- 
eral Order number two, for all the data, 
and then add to it. “The official hotel 
for the Marine Corps League will be the 
Reed House, located at Perry Square.” 
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Tom Sterrett, National Convention 
Chairman, tells me that the affair will 
be just an old-fashioned “Marine time, 
and we'll leave nothing undone.” Does 
it not make your feet itch to even begin 
to get started. Time will tell, when you 
find that there is more in store for the 
delegates attending than ever has been 
before. It will not always be the same 
and life is short and sweet, why wait 
until MANNA, get your things and ar- 
rangements ready now for we never 
know what’s in store for tomorrow. Tell 
the Boss you are leaving Thursday even- 
ing and will be back on the job Monday 
morning, and add to that Yea, I will 
make up all lost time by Tuesday. 

Now that I have spread all the afore- 
mentioned, I shall do my usual informa- 
tion job on the detachments and divisions 
for this month, that is, providing this 
bearing on my trusty old typewritter 
will not wear. Should it I shall call for 
Ford at once for repair parts. Pardon 
the error. 

Western Division: Mr. James Golder, 
formerly a member at large, has re- 
quested he be transferred to a detach- 
ment. Very well, please do it, so we 
transferred him to the detachment near- 
est, which was Salt Lake City, Utah. 

We add this month to the list of the 
Western Division, Mr. Joseph Francis 
Green, from Larkspur, California, also 
Fenton Leslie Harrell, 1038 33rd Avenue, 
Oakland, California. Green has served 
in Pearl Harbor and San Diego most of 
his cruise. Harrell served in Peking, 
Philippines, and a few battle wagons. 

Southwestern Division: Add, add, 
that’s all they do, Houston, or in other 
words, the McLemore Marines’ outfit 
just added eight more members to their 
list, now with a total of 81 memberships. 
Still second in the organization. 

Dallas and Waco have not been heard 
from this month. PLEASE PAGE THE 
SCRIBES FROM DALLAS AND WA- 
cO? INFORM THEM WE NEED 
NEWS ON THIS END FOR THE 
LEATHERNECK. 

North Central Division: Nope, nothing 
from Omaha this month, maybe some- 
thing a little later on. SCRIBE FROM 
OMAHA NOTE DALLAS AND WACO 
REQUEST. 

Central Division: Dope from this di- 
vision has been very steady this past 
month or so. Corbly writes that he will 
attend the convention with the Cincin- 
nati Delegation. Corbly says Cincinnati 
gang will have a fine delegation at Erie. 

Cleveland, Ohio: G. C. Hardesty is 
still after some more charter member- 
ships before he gets that application. I 
don’t know how many, but not being 
very inquisitive, I wonder just how many 
there will be on the list. 

Hardesty’s detachment had a fine 
meeting about the 15th and there fol- 
lowed some discussion on the lapel but- 
ton. Here it is as I shall let you read 
it for yourself. So far, let me mention 
no other detachment has given us any 
information. It all proves interesting to 
others as well as the national head- 


quarters staff. 

There was some discussion about the 
new League button and the consensus 
of opinion was that the old button was 
too large and that whatever form the 
My 


new one took it should be smaller. 
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own opinion on this subject, if you will 
excuse the ego again, is that it should 
combine both a discharge emblem and an 
emblem of the League that would be in- 
stantly recognizable as such. The Ma- 
rine discharge button is not recogniz- 
able at any great distance and resem- 
bles the Navy button so much that it is 
confusing especially in Clevleand where 
we have an Anarchist society with a 
button almost similar. I have grabbed 
several of the skunks on the street 
thinking they were Marines. A star 
similar to the Army discharge button 
with a raised-rounded Marine ornament 
in the center would serve as both as 
the star is instantly recognizable as an 
emblem of previous service from the 
mere numerical strength of the wearers 
and the Marine ornament is symbolic of 
the Marine Corps. This would eliminate 
the wearing of two buttons by League 
members. The letters U. S. M. C. L. could 
be placed on the five points of the star 
but would of necessity have to be very 
small. 

Southeastern Division: Firestone, right 
on top. Atlanta, Georgia. R. C. Ander- 
--~ Commandant, has reported that At- 
lanta, Georgia, will have one delegate 
present at the national convention. They 
have also made arrangements to make 
a membership drive immediately after 
the national convention. Fine dope. 
Yes we have one member this week from 
Atlanta. 

Mr. Joseph M. Broderick inquired 
about the organization and where the 


nearest detachment was located. South 
Charleston being referred to. Yes, I 
must mention that Broderick is from 


Grantown, West Virginia. 

No dope from Nashville, Tenn., Jack- 
son, Miss., Parris Island, YE SCRIBES 
WE NEED SOME DOPE FROM YOUR 
DETACHMENTS. 

Eastern Seaboard Division: Pittsburgh 
is putting on a membership campaign. 
The date being unknown, we cannot 
throw any light on the subject matter 
pertaining to the whose who on the job. 
Pittsburgh paid-up 62 strong. 

Erie has been heard from several 
times and I guess you have all that dope 
by this time. 

Albany, N. Y. Commandant Maurice A. 
Illich, has informed us that the Hudson- 
Mohawk Detachment will have a dele- 
gate and a sizeable contingent from Al- 
bany. 

NEW YORK, SOUTH CHARLESTON, 
SYRACUSE, AND PHILADELPHIA 
SCRIBES PLEASE TAKE PEN IN 
HAND AND SEND SOME NEWS. 

New England Division: This month 
the Paymaster from the Worcester De- 
tachment sent in 10 memberships. This 
makes the detachment 80 strong and 
third on the list. Now let’s get this 
straight—Brooklyn first, 133 members; 
Houston second, 83; Worcester third, 80 
memberships. Close eh. 

BRIDGEPORT, PITTSFIELD, BOS- 
TON, SCRIBES PLEASE NOTE THIS 
SPACE IS FOR YOU TO FILL. 


On the last minute I found some inter- 
esting news for the members of this out- 
fit. The membership reveals that on the 
last minute Brooklyn in the lead with 
193 members, Boston has taken second 
place with 111, Houston third with 81 
and Worcester 4th with 80. 


Twenty-seven 


GENERAL ORDER NO. 2 


Series of 1927—Published October 
5, 1927 

1. In accordance with the Minutes 
of the Fourth National Convention held 
at Cleveland, Ohio, on November 5th 
and 6th, 1926, I declare that the Fifth 
National Convention of the Marine Corps 
League be held in the City of Erie, 
Penna., on November 4th and 5th, 1927. 

2. That the delegates be represented 
in accordance with Article V, entitled 
“National Assembly” of the National 
Constitution, which reads: “That the 
legislative body of the organization shall 
be the National Assembly, which shall 
meet annually at a time and place desig- 
nated by the previous national assembly. 
That the voting representation of de- 
tachments shall be based on the paid-up 
national membership and that each de- 
tachment will be entitled to as many 
votes as the sum total of its current 
national membership and that each de- 
tachment will be entitled to one dele- 
gate to every twenty paid-up member- 
ships. Members-at-large shall. be en- 
titled to a vote on the floor of the as- 
sembly.” 

3. The following rules of the floor 
are submitted for adoption by the na- 
tional assembly: 

(1) I recommend that with the fol- 
lowing modifications, Roberts Revised 
Rules of Order be adopted for the con- 
vention. 

(a) When a delegate desires to make 
a motion, or address the convention, he 
shall rise and address the chair as Mr. 
Chairman, state his name, and city from 
which he comes or the detachment which 
he is representing, before proceeding 
with his subject. 

(b) Debates shall be limited to three 
minutes each, unless otherwise author- 
ized by the assembly. 

(c) Only two delegates from any one 
detachment shall be permitted on the 
floor on any one subject. 

(d) That the privilege of the floor 
be permitted but once to any individual 
delegate on any one subject, except by 
the consent of two-thirds of the majority 
strength of the convention present. 

(e) That all resolutions offered on 
the floor, at the convention, or otherwise, 
shall be referred to the appropriate com- 
mittees without reading, or in the ab- 
sence of such committee, it shall be re- 
ferred to the resolutions committee for 
proper consideration. 

(f) That any resolutions not present- 
ed on the floor, must be presented in 
writing to the Chairman of the conven- 
tion and be signed by its author before 
adjournment for luncheon. 

(zg) That on roll calls the Chairman, 
or acting Chairman for each delegation, 
shall poll his delegation on the floor and 
shall announce whether he will cast his 
vote for the affirmative or the negative. 

(h) That accredited delegates shall 
participate directly or indirectly in viva 
voce vote on any subject before the con- 
vention. 

(i) That accredited delegates not 
identified with detachment shall be en- 
titled to a vote on all matters. 

(j) Delegate representing detach- 
ments may through their respective 


chairman, cast a number of votes repre- 
Continued on page 40 
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Editorial 


Prey! ENE TUNNEY met Jack Dempsey, and once more 
My 4 our fellow marine had the palm of victory placed 
Vr in his up-raised hand. We congratulate Gene on the 
; wonderful fight that he put up. We admire that 
semper pugnatis spirit of his which was never shown 
to better advantage than it was in that seventh round, when 
Gene arose from his knees and gave Dempsey as sound a 
licking as he had ever had. 

The Marine Corps practically to a man was pulling for 
Tunney. I use the word, “practically,” advisedly for, we are 
sorry to say, there cropped up one or two instances where 
individual marines went to much effort to proclaim to the world 
that they did not want to see Tunney win. They wrote letters 
to newspapers demanding publication and in these letters 
they expressed intense feeling against Tunney. 

Such action is to be severely condemned. This is not the 
true marine spirit. We do not especially condemn a marine 
for preferring one fighter to another. He, of course, is allowed 
his beliefs and opinions, but we do condemn his action of 
proclaiming his beliefs to the world in this case. 

Gene Tunney got his training in the Corps. He gives the 
Corps credit for instilling the old fighting spirit into him. He 
wears the marine colors when he enters the ring. He donated 
to the Corps Jiggs Il. He is an officer in the Marine Corps 
Reserve. In short, Tunney is as true a marine as there ever 
was. He is proud of the Corps and the Corps is proud of him. 

So, we must severely condemn the action of any marine 
in proclaiming to the world that he does not want to see 
Tunney win. If a marine does not prefer Tunney let him 
keep it to himself. Loyalty, faithfulness, and team work are 
the main factors that make the Corps the efficient organization 
that it is. The private desires and opinions of the individual 
must be secondary to the welfare of the organization that he 
serves. 

Let us omit that word, “practically,” and say that the Corps 
was behind Gene individually and collectively. We hope that 
those that broadcasted their opinions against Tunney have been 
thoroughly squelched. 


Parris Island 


as ELL, here we are on the train for Parris Island. It 
was a little over ten years ago today that we first 
found ourselves nearing Port Royal to embark in 
the “kicker” for the Receiving Station. We will 
never forget our sensations and feelings as we real- 
ized that we were actually about to enter into the life of Uncle 
Sam’s sea soldiers. We were one of the rawest of raw re- 
cruits, then, in 1917. But, here we are again at Port Royal 
in 1927, not quite such a recruit as we were ten years ago. We 
take the same old “kicker” again for the island. It has a top 
on it now. It didn’t have in 1917. 

But what a change there is on Parris Island! Most of the 
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old barracks have been torn down and the lumber used to 
construct very comfortable quarters for the men. The water 
works has been completely remodelled. Now, Parris Island 
has as fine drinking water as can be found anywhere. The 
old oyster shell roads that we labored so hard to construct 
have been replaced by modern concrete roads. There are 
movies every night. There is a noncommissioned officers’ 
club with every convenience and facility for entertainment 
and comfort. The N. C. O. club has a dining room, a barber 
shop, a spacious ballroom, a reading room; in fact, it is up to 
date in every way. 

Then there is the hostess house, where everybody is made 
to feel welcome. The lady who acts as hostess has the knack 
of making one feel at home. She knows how to render service 
with a smile that should make the hostess house one of the 
most popular places on the island. We thoroughly enjoyed 
our stay there. And, the food is fine too. 

We got out to the football field in time to see our old 
Peking protege, Ryckman, make one of his famous 50-yard 
runs for a touchdown against Newberry College. Parris Is- 
land has a very fine team this year. Under the coaching of 
Lieutenant Bailey, this team should develop into a powerful 
aggregation before the season is over. 

In the game with Newberry College the teamwork and the 
passing was not so good, but this will improve as the season 
progresses. During the first quarter, P. I. made two touch- 
downs against Newberry’s reserves. Ryckman ran through 
them almost at will. In the second quarter Newberry replaced 
their reserves with their first line, and the marines were not 
able to score during that quarter. 

Lieut. Colonel Seth Williams, the post quartermaster, drove 
us out to see the causeway that is being built from Parris 
Island to the mainland. This causeway runs from the island 
to the inland waterway and from the waterway to the main- 
land. A force of over 50 men has been working on this for 
over a year. They have hauled thousands of carloads of dirt 
from Parris Island and from the mainland and dumped it into 
the mud flats. The work has been somewhat disheartening 
because many times over night sections of the road have almost 
disappeared in the mud. But the filling-in process has gone 
on until now the work of building up to the waterway is al- 
most complete. Colonel Williams estimates that the causeway 
itself will be completed by the latter part of next spring. 

At present the causeway is open to automobiles on Satur- 
days and Sundays and before working hours on week days. 
This makes it easy to drive to the mainland over the weekends. 

The ferry across the waterway is about as ingenious an 
arrangement as we have ever seen. Two slips have been 
constructed, one at each side of the waterway. A chain runs 
from one slip to the other. A Ford engine has been mounted 
on a barge and is geared so that by winding up the chain 
the barge is pulled from one side to the other. The barge 
has room for 3 cars and goes across in 3 minutes. The land- 
ing runways at each slip are hinged at one end with the out- 
side end resting on barrels. Then the runways rise and fall 
with the tide, and therefore, their ends are always level with 
the ferry. 

Appropriations for the constructing of the bridge were 
carried in one of the deficiency bills which failed of passage in 
the last Congress. So by the time the bridge is completed 
the causeway leading to the bridge will be completed and Par- 
ris Island will be an island in name, not in fact. 

Parris Island will then be about 75 miles from Savannah and 


an equal distance from Charleston over very fine roads. It 


will be a simple matter for marines to spend their weekend 
in either place. It will place both cities not over two hours 
driving distance away and make possible a drive to either 
place for dinner or the theater. 

But above all, to our mind the greatest single factor of 
benefit to be derived from the connecting of P. I. with the 
mainland will be the psychological one. There will be no 
more of the feeling that Parris Island is a place to be cooped 
up in. One will feel more free. One will feel that there is no 
mental or physical barrier between himself and the wide 
world. This feeling should make the post more desirable in 
every way as a place for duty and it should increase the satis- 
faction and contentment of those of us who are stationed 
there. 

Parris Island surely thinks a lot of The Leatherneck. Our 
magazine is getting whole-hearted cooperation, we believe, 
from everyone connected with the administration of the post. 
We surely appreciate that fine spirit and only hope that we 
can be worthy of it. 
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agree with Mary Lewis 
have the finest flavor” 


Said Jean Ackerman to Murrel Finley, Blanche 
Satchel and Myrna Darby while they rested 
between acts of The Ziegfeld Follies. 


© Strauss Peyton 


Mary Lewis, 
famous Metropolitan Star, 
writes: 

“Because they never irritate the 
throat and because of their finer 
flavor, Lucky Strikes are my fa- 
vorite and of all whose voices 


are precious. ; 


You, too, will find that LUCKY 
STRIKES give the greatest pleasure 
—Mild and Mellow, the finest ciga- 
rettes you ever smoked. Made of the 
choicest tobaccos, properly aged and 
blended with great skill, and there is 
an extra process—““IT’S TOASTED” 


—no harshness, not a bit of bite. 


“It’s toasted” 


No Throat Irritation-No Cough. 
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COMMANDING OFFICER AND STAFF, MARINE CORPS SCHOOLS, QUANTICO. VA., 1927-1928 


Front Row—(left to right) Lieutenant Commander E. W. Broadbent 


U. S. Navy; Major R. S. Geiger, Major W. Thing, Major W, C. Powers, 


Jr.. Lieutenant Colonel W. P. Upshur, Colonel R. H. Dunlap, Major R. L. Denig, Major H. H. Utley, Major C. J. Miller, Major O, Floyd, Major 
H. L. Larsen Center Row left to right) Captain RR. Arnett, Captain G. B. Erskine, Captain L. D. Hermle, Captain A, W. Jacobsen, 


Major K. EF. Rockey, Captain L. H. Miller, Captain J. M. Arthur, Captain F. G. Patchen, Captain F. Harris, Captain C. O. Henry. 
Row eft to right) Chief Marine Gunner J. J. Mahoney, 


Captain O. T. Francis, First Lieutenant E. A. Pollock, Chief Quartermaster Clerk B. Eagan. 
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Back 


First Lieutenant S. E. Ridderhof, Captain D. R. Nimmer, Captain R. FE. Knapp, 
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Me of your time is mort- 
gaged to work, meals and 
sleep. But the hours after sup- 
per are and your whole 
future depends on how you spend 
them. You can fritter them away 
on profitless pleasure, or you can 
make those hours bring you posi- 
tion, money, power, real success 


yours, 


in life. 

Thousands of splendid, good- 
paying positions are waiting in 
every field of work for men 
trained to fill them. There's a 
big job waiting for you—in your 
present work or any line you 
choose. Get ready for it! You 
can do it without losing a minute 
from work, or a wink of sleep; 
without hurrying a single meal, 
and with plenty of time left for 
recreation. You can do it in one 
hour a day, right at home, through 
the International Correspondence 


Schools. 


Yes—You Can Win Success in 
an Hour a Day 

Hundreds of thousands have 
proved it. The designer of the 
Packard “Twin-Six,” and hun- 
dreds of other Engineers, climbed 
to success through I. C. S. help. 
11040 


Are The Hours 


The builder of the great Equitable 
Building and hundreds of Archi- 
tects and Contractors won their 
way to the top through I. C. S. 
spare-time study. Many of this 
country’s foremost Advertising 
and Sales Managers prepared for 
their present positions in spare 
hours under I. C. S. instruction. 


For 36 years, in offices, stores, 


shops, factories, mines, railroads 
—in every line of technical and 
commercial work—men have been 
winning promotion and increased 
salaries through the I. C. S. Over 
180,000 men are getting ready 
right noz: in the I. C. S. way for 
the bigger jobs ahead. 


Make Your Start Now! 


No matter where you live, the 
I. C. S. will come to you. No 
matter what your handicaps or 
how small your means, we have 
a plan to meet your circumstances. 
No matter how limited your 
previous education, the simply- 
written, wonderfully-illustrated 
I. C. S. textbooks make it easy to 
learn. No matter what career 
you may choose, some one of the 
300 I. €. S. Courses will surely 
suit your needs. 


PRINTED IN U S.A. 


When everything has been 
made easy for you—when one 
hour a day spent with the I. C. S., 
in the quiet of your own home, 
will bring you a bigger 
more pleasures, 


income, 
more comforts, 
all that success means—can you 
afford to let another single price- 
less hour of spare time go to 
waste? 


This is all we ask: Without 
cost, without obligating yourself 
in any way, put it up to us to 
prove can help you. Just 
mark and mail this coupon. 


e how we 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 5280-) Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obiigation on my part, please tell me 
how I can qualify for the position or in the subject before 
which I have marked an X 


BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 


O)Business Management Sale smanship 
Industrial Management Lj Advertising 
nel Organization Better Letters 


Management L Sh ird Lettering 

tar king and Banking Law C) Business Ene lish 

} Aceour > vil Se 
t Ac tallway "Mail Clerk 

non School Subjectr 


ol Subje cts 


Uj! 
1g 


TECHNICAL AND COURSES 
E rical Engineering t 
Pr int Reading 


Ele ctrie Lig rhting Blue i 
() Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Butlder 
C) Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman 
ae hine Shop Practice Cc rete Builder 
L)Rallroad Positions ‘ural Engin 
C)Gas Engine Operating istry ) Pharmacy 
L)Civil Engineer d Work 
Surveying and Mapping Eng 
Metallurgy O Mining gric ul itur e cad Poultry 
Steam Engineering Radio 
Street 8-3°23 


Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to the 
International Correspondence Schools Canadian. Limited, 
ontreal, Canada 


TO 


$01 
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Thirty-three 


ANY DOLLAR MAY BE WORTH $650 AND 
MANY TIMES AS MUCH 


For any dollar may teach you to save its brothers and sisters until you become a free man 


Charles E. Rogers had a silver dollar 
of the issue of 1804. 

This silver dollar, very rare, is valued 
by the dealers in antique coins at $650. 

Somebody stole the dollar from Mr. 
Rogers, and, as Mr. Rogers said, “‘Prob- 
ably went out and bought a drink with 
it.” It grieves Mr. Rogers to think of 
that $650 drink. It would grieve the 
thief, also, probably, if he knew about 
it; also the bootlegger. 


An alarm was sent out, inviting the 
finder of the valuable dollar to return it 
and earn a reward. 

Many men will examine any silver 
dollar received in change, hoping to find 
the date of 1804, which would change 
the single dollar into six hundred and 
fifty. 


It would pe a good thing if the men 
and women looking out for that one dol- 
lar, which is worth six hundred and fifty 
of its kind, would realize that almost 
ANY dollar can be worth six hundred 
and fifty dollars—and a great deal more. 

They say that John D. Rockefeller has 
the first dollar that he ever earned still 
in his pocket or his safe. 

That dollar was worth much more than 
six hundred and fifty. It was worth a 
good many hundreds of millions of dol- 
lars. For the fact that Rockefeller 
saved it, realized its value and power, 
is the fact which explains his having 
saved so many other dollars and piled 
them up into the great fortune which 
builds universities, scientific institutions 
and, at times, controls the Government 


(From an Editorial in the Washington Times 
which we think is well worth reprinting. It is 
true from the first paragraph to the last.) 


If he had not been able to save that 
first dollar he would not have saved the 
others. 

Take any dollar out of your pocket, 
look at it and realize what it means. 

In that dollar there is a man’s work 
for a whole day, and there is FOR YOU 
freedom from slavery and from poverty 
for at least one day. 

Look at the dollar, realize that it rep- 
resents labor (value) frozen into money. 

KEEP THAT DOLLAR, not in your 
pocket, but in a savings bank, and add 
other dollars to it until you have six 
hundred and fifty—it won’t take you 
long if you once realize that dollars 
saved mean liberty and freedom from 
servility and submission to other men. 

When you have your six hundred and 
fifty dollars you will know that the dol- 
lar you first looked at and thought of 
was worth just as much as that dollar 
of 1804, and a good deal more. 

One dollar or six hundred and fifty 
dollars means very little, unless knowl- 
edge of the value of money goes with 
them. 

Six hundred and -fifty dollars invested 
intelligently in land carefully selected— 
beware of real-estate sharks and cheats 
—or in bonds wisely bought, would mean 
everything to the millions of men that 
lack six hundred and fifty dollars, and 
that have in its place an indebtedness 
constantly worrying them. 


The possession of money saved is 
valuable and powerful, not merely be- 
cause of the force locked up in the 
money, but because of the state of mind 
which it produces in the owner. 

The man who has money where he 
knows he can get it has confidence in 
himself; he is not afraid of the present, 
or of the future. 

And the confidence which he has in 
himself inspires confidence in others. 


His peace of mind enables him to 
seize an opportunity if it comes, for he 
is not the slave of the dollar earned each 
day, does not live in dread of tomorrow’s 
need. 

At the same time the money saved 
prevents the taking of foolish risks, or 
the throwing away of a good certainty 
for a doubtful uncertainty. 


The man who has saved some money, 
and WHO HAS IT, knows what saving 
means, knows what dollars are worth. 


You will not find that $650 coin, but 
the dollar that is in your pocket now, or 
the next dollar that you get, may be 
more valuable to you than the 1804 coin. 


Look at it and think about it. Make 
up your mind to make that next dollar 
received the foundation of a_ great 
family of dollars OWNED BY YOU. Do 
that, and some dollar without any spe- 
cial date or history or value will be 
worth more to you than many coins of 
1804; worth more to you than all the 
coins in the world—for it will give you 
peace of mind, which is a blessing far 
beyond the value of money. 


Some of the men and women who read this will say to themselves: “There MAY be 
something in that. I believe I will take just one dollar now and see how many I can 
add to it.” Why don’t YOU say that—and do it? 
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MAIN OFFICE: 
In the heart of the 
downtown district 


YOU NEED A BANK ACCOUNT! 


Whether you are a soldier, sailor or civilian, a clerk or a 
capitalist, a Midas or a miser, you cannot well do without one. 


A moderate amount 
maintains an account 


in 


THE WASHINGTON LOAN AND TRUST COMPANY 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


Write for our Booklet “Banking-by-Mail” 


BRANCH OFFICE: 
Opposite State, War 
and Navy Building 
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CURLY BYRD LAUDS CONDUCT 
OF MARINE GRID SQUAD 


Marine Squad Broke Camp at Maryland 
University Amid Regrets of 
Collegians 


On September 29 the Marine Corps’ 
football squad broke up their training 
camp at the University of Maryland to 
return to Quantico to play their opening 
game against Washington College. Their 
going was the cause of much regret 
among the students and faculty of the 
University, many of whom had become 
fast friends with members of the Ma- 
rine team during their sojourn on the 
campus. 

Curly Byrd, head coach of football at 
the University of Maryland and vice- 
president and “solar plexus” of the in- 
stitution, in a special article for the 
Washington Evening Star says: 

“Today the Marine Corps foot ball 
squad broke camp at the University of 
Maryland and returned to Quantico, 
where the season will be opened Satur- 
day against Washington College. It is 
useless to mention what the Marine 
Corps eleven will do to the team Mary- 
land swamped last week, as it will win 
by whatever score it decides is best to 
run up, but one thing that is well to 
mention is the splendid attitude and 
conduct of the men who make up the 
squad. About fifty players have been 
at College Park since the first week in 
September, and in that period the rela- 
tionships between them and the univer- 
sity students have been all that could 
be desired and much better than would 
have resulted had the Marines been the 
average college squad. Perhaps to be 
quiet, dignified and gentlemanly is usual 
for the Marines, usual enough not to be 
mentioned, but so much above the aver- 
age are they under such circumstances, 
so much more exemplary than the aver- 
age college squad, that it is only giving 
them due credit to mention the fact. 

“Tom Keady, coach of the Marines, is 
a real character on the foot ball field. 
Off the field he is jovial, talkative, with 
a great fund of interesting information 
and anecdotes. On the field he becomes 
for the most part quiet, easy speaking, 
carefully directing and encouragingly and 
patiently teaching as long as his men 
appear to be giving their best efforts, 
but let one of them begin to ease up or 
slough along even for a second and Tom’s 
quiet voice can fill with a sarcasm that 
would do Otis Skinner proud. And when 
Tom thinks his team is not quite measur- 
ing up to what it is capable of, instead 
of quietly and patiently teaching and 
leading, he immediately transforms into 
a virile, driving force that always is 
heeded, and, used at psychological mo- 
ments as Keady uses it, may accomplish 
what other methods may not. 


“And Tom Keady gets results. He 
is a good foot ball coach and knows how 
to weld gradually a group of men into a 
machine.” 


A TELEGRAM 
Washington, D. C., 
September, 1927. 
First Lieut. James J. Tunney, 
U. S. Marine Corps Reserve, 
Lake Villa, Chicago, IIl. 

Today there are eighteen thou- 
sand Americans wearing the same 
uniform that you wore in France. 
Their duty scatters them around 
the world, but their hearts will be 
with you tomorrow night in Chi- 
cago, knowing that you will carry 
on with the same indomitable 
spirit that has more than once 
made us throw our hats in the air 
and feel proud we were your bud- 
dies. 


The United States Marines. 


THE REPLY 
Chicago, IIL, 
Sept. 22, 1927. 
U. S. Marines, 
Washington, D. C. 

Your very kind and thoughtful 
telegram has been received. May 
I take this occasion to express my 
sincere appreciation. 


(Signed) GENE TUNNEY. 


MARINES BEAT ST. BONAVEN- 
TURE 32-0 IN SECOND GAME 


100-Yard Run by Levy for Touchdown 
Features Game Played in Mud 


Scoring but one touchdown on straight 
football plays, the Marine Corps football 
team defeated St. Bonaventure College 
at Olean, N. Y., on October 8. The game 
marked the dedication of the new Munic- 
ipal Stadium and was attended by a 
large crowd despite inclement weather. 

Brunelle scored the only earned touch- 
down in the game, while Gotko, of Par- 
ris Island fame, intercepted a pass and 
romped 70 yards for another later in the 
game. Levy, marine halfback, ran a 
punt back 100 yards obtaining the second 
touchdown in the game. Duncan and 
Hill each intercepted passes and raced 
15 and 50 yards, respectively, for scores. 
Shapley, formerly of Annapolis, and 
playing his first season in Marine colors, 
added two points to the grand total by 
kicking two points after touchdown. 


St. Bon Positions Quan. Marines. 
(Y Keefe .. Left end Whitfield 
Rock Left tackl Wigmore 
Cavanaugh.. Center ...Getz 
Fuman .... Right guard.. .McVonald 
Trieskey.... Right tacklk ... Brougher 
Dugan..........-Right end .. Willlams 
Flynn...........Quarterback . Brunelle 
Vanremmen.... Left halfback Duncan 
Cummiskey Richt halfback......Shapley 
Wilson Fullback . Bukrowy 


Touchdowns—Brunnelle (2), Levy, Duncan, 
Hill. Points after touchdowns—Shapley (2). 


MARINES DEFEAT WASHINGTON 
COLLEGE 64-0 IN OPENING 
GAME 


The United States Marines Corps foot- 
ball team opened their 1927 season at 
Quantico on October 1 by defeating 
Washington College 64 to 0. The game 
was played in the stadium at Quantico 
and was largely attended by men sta- 
tioned at the Post and civilians from 
Fredericksburg and neighboring towns. 

The oppressive and unseasonable heat 
of the day told heavily on the players of 
both teams and the coaches used prac- 
tically all their men by constant substi- 
tutions throughout the game. Although 


* the collegians fought hard during every 


minute of the fray, at no time was the 
Marine squad in danger. Long runs by 
Woods, Levy, Kotko, Shapley and Dun- 
can featured the game and the playing 
of McCracken, Hill, Williams, Zuber and 
Clements in the line stood out. 


BLACKIE ROHANNA TO MEET 
FLAHIVE 


Blackie Rohanna, the battling sergeant 
stationed at Norfolk, will be offered a 
chance to meet Mickey Flahive, for- 
mer all-Navy champion, according to 
reports from fight fans in Norfolk. 

The matchmaker for the bouts being 
held by the Red Men, of Norfolk, will 
undoubtedly hurl this challenge at Ro- 
hanna in the near future. Should this 
bout be arranged it would be worth 
plenty of money to see. Both boys are 
boxers of the high type and are evenly 
matched. 


CORPS’ RIFLEMEN TO RECEIVE 
SWEATERS 

Following are the names of the mem- 
bers of the Rifle and Pistol teams which 
represented the Marine Corps in the Na- 
tional Matches at Camp Perry, Ohio. It 
is the intention of the Major General 
Commandant to award sweaters to these 
men in recognition of their services: 

1927 Marine Corps Rifle Team 

Major Marion B. Humphrey, Team 
Captain; Captain Joseph Jackson, Team 
Coach; Second Lieut. Richard M. Cutts, 
Jr., member; First Lieut. Alan T. Hunt, 
Member; Gunnery Sgt. John Blakley, 
member; Sergeant August W. Carlson, 
member; Sergeant Henry P. Crowe, 
member; Sergeant Joseph F. Hankins, 
member; Sergeant James R. Tucker. 
member; Sergeant Harry L. Nason, 
member; Sergeant Oren J. Tobey, mem- 
ber; Pvt. F. C. Russell F. Seitzinger, 
member; First Lieut. William J. Whal- 
ing and Gunnery Sgt. Morris Fisher, al- 
ternates. 

1927 Marine Corps Pistol Team 

First Lieut. Lewis A. Hohn, member: 
First Lieut. R. T. Presnell, member; Gy 
Sgt. Henry M. Bailey, member; Captain 
Jacob Lienhard, member; Cpl. John W. 
Thomas, member. 
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cUP GAME THIS YEAR TO BE 
BIGGEST ON MARINE SCHEDULE 


Eleven Out to Win Coveted 


Army 
Trophy Now Held by Marines 


The game on November 19, which 
brings together on the Catholic Univer- 
sity gridiron in Washington, D. C., the 
teams of the Marine Corps and the Army 
in their annual clash for the Service 
Championship and the coveted trophy, 
The President’s Cup, will be the hardest 
fought since the start of the series in 
1924. Every drop of advance dope which 
has trickled out from Army circles 
strengthens the rumor reported early in 
the season that the Army is out to win 
the game this year. 

Practically a new marine eleven will 
face the Army this year. The old line- 
up which downed the doughboys last sea- 
son 27-0 before a crowd of 23,000 rabid 
fans has been considerably shaken by 
losses through discharge, transfers and 
other exigencies of the service. Despite 
these however, Coach Keady 
hopes to be able to send eleven men on 
the field who will repeat past perform- 
ances and retain possession of the Serv- 
ice honors. 

The Army has combed every branch 
of their service for players this season 
bringing them from far and wide. These 
men have been whipped into a fast, hard 
fighting eleven under the guidance of a 
staff of coaches who have expressed their 
confidence that their charges will beat 
the Marines. 

The game from all advance forcasts 
will be more colorful than previous 
years. Mrs. Coolidge will no doubt at- 
tend as she has in previous years as 
will other high officials of the Army and 
Navy. Of course, Major General Com- 
mandant Lejeune will be there with his 
staff to see his Marine gridders hold up 
our colors and past records. The mas- 
cots of both services will strut their 
stuff in full regalia to the martial tunes 
of the Marine and Army bands. 

Admission to the President’s Cup 
game will be free to Marines in uniform 
who sit in the Marine cheering section. 
Those who come with or without uni- 
form and who do not sit in the cheering 
section must pay admission which will 
be about $1.00. 


losses, 


WILLIAM AND MARY BEATEN BY 
MARINES 

The Marines won their game on Oc- 
tober 8 from the William and Mary 
Football Team, 20 to 14, in one of the 
most thrilling and colorful games ever 
seen on a gridiron, with the advantage 
see-sawing from one team to the other 
to keep the 5,000 or more spectators on 
edge. 

The Marines tallied in the first quar- 
ter after an advance from about mid- 
field on a mixture of line plays in which 
Shapley, former Navy half back, figured 
largely in gains, the former Navy back 
flipping a pass to Duncan for the score. 
Marines scored the extra point on a 
placement kick by Shapley. 

William and Mary tallied twice in the 
second period and the Marines once. 
Capt. Meb Davis, of William and Mary, 
scored when Mike Maister flipped a 25- 
yard pass to him behind the goal line. 
The Marines scored in the final quarter 
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when a penalty imposed on William and 
Mary had placed the ball on the 1-foot 
mark. Shapley carried the ball. He 
was smothered on an attempt at a place- 
ment kick. 

Jimmy Levy, Marine back field flash, 
broke loose on different occasions for 
long runs, while Getz, another back field 
star, showed to advantage by his 
superior playing in backing up the line. 
Bozo Duncan played a splendid defense 
game time and again, breaking up plays 
which might have been profitable to the 
collegians. Dailey, formerly of Ne- 
braska, stepped into the limelight by his 
line plunges which always resulted in 
considerable gains. 

Previous to the game Marine aviators 
from Quantico circled the field and 
dropped footballs within 20 feet of the 
kick-off mound. Major J. Rossell, com- 
manding the Marine Barracks, Norfolk, 
mustered practically every man avail- 
able to attend the game and as the de- 
tachment marched on the field they were 
greeted with wild applause from the 
spectators. 


NOTES ON MARINE BOXERS 

Joe Lill, the All-Service heavyweight 
champion, has been transferred to the 
good old U. S. A. after helping Uncle 
Sam and his Leathernecks drive the 
rebels into the hills of Nicaragua. Lill 
suffered two wounds but battled against 
injury gamely as in ring battles and an- 
nounces that after a month of training 
he will be ready to meet all heavy- 
weights eager for action. 


Dennis MacNeil, a slugging middle- 
weight who is a stablemate of Joe Lill, 
is another slugging Leatherneck who 
went “Over the Top” in Nicaragua with 
Uncle Sam’s troops. He has a credit- 
able record of thirty-five bouts without 
a defeat, and is gunning for action with 
any middleweight in the game. McNeil 
looks like a champion in the gym, and 
no doubt will give the 160-pounders in 
this section plenty of trouble. 


Tiger Snell, fighting marine middle- 
weight of the U. S. S. Arkansas Marine 
Guard, won a decision over Sailor Ches- 
ter of the same ship after a hard fought 
fight of four rounds held aboard the 
Arkansas on September 22. 

Snell won the decision over Corporal 
Eddyheimer, welterweight of the U.S. S. 
Florida in four fast, hard rounds, at 
Bar Harbor, Maine, August 13, 1927. 
Snell hits too hard and often for these 
Seouting Fleet lads in the 147-pound 
class. Snell won from young Fisher of 
Belfast, Maine, at Belfast, Maine, in the 
second round of a 4-round bout, August 
17th. 


TAUGHT BY YANKS 

Billy Drako, welterweight boxer, was 
taught the art of fisticuffs by Yankee 
Marines stationed with the American 
Army of Occupation at Coblenz. Then 
he won the welterweight championship 
of Germany and came to the United 
States. 

Drako holds a decision over Corporal 
Franky Cheslock, U. S. M. C., in the 
10-round route, at Washington, D. C.., 
eighteen months ago. 
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TUNNEY RECOMMENDS JIGGS II 
FOR PROMOTION TO CORPORAL 


Following the temporary duty per- 
formed by Jiggs II at the training camp 
of Gene Tunney previous to his battle 
with Jack Dempsey at Chicago on Sep- 
tember 22nd in which he ably defended 
his title, Tunney, in an official letter 
recommended Jiggs, who is now a pri- 
vate, for promotion to corporal. 

Tunney’s recommendation to the Major 
General Commandant follows: 

GENE TUNNEY 
Training Camp 
Cedar Crest Country Club, 
Lake Villa, Il. 


September 20, 1927: 

From: First Lieutenant Gene Tunney, 
U. M. C. RB. 

To: The Major General Commandant, 
Headquarters, U. S. Marine Corps, 
Washington, D. C. 

Via: The Officer in Charge, Central Re- 
cruiting Division, 1405 Howard 
St., Chicago, Il. 

Subject: Promotion, recommendation for, 
case of Pvt. Jiggs 2nd, U. S. M. C. 

1. It is recommended that Private 
Jiggs 2nd, U. S. M..C., be promoted to 
the rank of Corporal, probationary regu- 
lar warrant. 

.2. Private Jiggs 2nd has been on 
special temporary duty, as mascot, at 
the camp for the past two weeks. Dur- 
ing that time his conduct has been that 
of a good and well disciplined soldier; 
in meeting the many visitors to the camp 
he has always exhibited the utmost in 
courtesy and patience, performed his du- 
ties well and conscientiously and has 
demonstrated in many ways that he is 
worthy of the promotion recommended. 


GENE TUNNEY. 
Sergeant Fields, of the Chicago Re- 
cruiting District had charge of Jiggs 
during his stay at Tunney’s Camp. 


SGTS. NASON AND HANKENS CON- 
SISTENT RIFLE SHOTS 


Sergeants H. L. Nason and Hankens 
have proven to be the most consistent 
rifle shots in the Marine Corps. This 
fact was brought to light following the 
matches recently shot at Camp Perry in 
which these two men participated. 

Although these two men did not sweep 
the field by carrying off honor and glory 
in the individual and trophy matches, 
they were the old standbys in the Na- 
tional Rifle Match which was the biggest 
event in the entire meet and which the 
Marines failed to win this year. Nason 
and Hankens were especially compli- 
mented by the Major General Command- 
ant and praised for their efforts. 


PRIVATE JIGGS DOING DUTY AT 
PARRIS ISLAND 

Private Jiggs II, following his return 
from Gene Tunney’s camp, was sent to 
Parris Island where he will act as mas- 
cot to the Island grid team for this 
season. Jiggs has only been in the serv- 
ice a short time, but is rapidly becoming 
a seasoned marine by his varied duties 
and extensive travels. At present he is 
standing by waiting to sew corporal’s 
chevrons on his jacket. 
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SPORTS IN CHINA 


Marine Boxers Winning Laurels In Orient 


SIXTH REGIMENT STAGES SMOKER 
IN TIENTSIN 


Sweeny and Corbett Win Crowd With 
Exhibition Bout 


A smoker which has been the talk of 
the city since it was staged by the Sixth 
Regiment in Tientsin, China on the night 
of August 6 at which some of the Corps’ 
best fighters now doing duty in the 
Orient displayed their wares. The affair 
was handled by Lieutenant Fellers, well- 
known athletic officer who arranged one 
of the finest boxing cards seen in that 
city in many years. 

The account of the affair from the 
Tientsin Times follows: 

Lieutenant Fellers, the Marine Ath- 
letic Officer is to be congratulated on 
the finest boxing card that has been pre- 
sented in Tientsin this season. All fights 
were well matched and no better bouts 
could be asked for. Lieutenant Feller's 
will accept the challenge of anyone in 
Tientsin who wishes to meet Corbett or 
Sweeney of: the Sixth Regiment, weigh- 
ing 135 pounds and 145 pounds respec- 
tively. 

The referee was Captain M. Cox of 
the Sixth Regiment and his work in the 
squared ring was excellent. The judges 
being First Lieutenants McLeod and 
Smith, all their decisions were well re- 
ceived by the large attendance of fans. 
Never were their decisions questioned by 
the crowd. 

For the opening bout of the evening 
Mayer met and defeated Blackwell, both 
men tipping the scales at 165 pounds. 
This bout was a three-round affair of 
two minutes per round. The judges 
awarded the fight to Mayer. Stevio lost 
to Passink on a judges’ decision in the 
fourth round. These four fighters were 
novices and showed up well. 

A knockout resulted in the winning 
of the third bout. In the third round 
of a scheduled four-round bout, Amata 
floored Peralto with a hard punch to the 
jaw. This was a hard fought battle 
between two good fighters, Amata hav- 
ing the edge on the slugging end 

Nelson wins the fourth fight from 
Hay. Nelson of the Tenth Regiment 
and Hay of the Sixth Regiment put 
up a fair fight, which the fans en- 
joyed throughout. Both men weighing 
in at 150 pounds; this was another four- 
round bout. 

The fifth fight on the card showed the 
two tennis players, Hudson and Guevre- 
mont of the 74th and 75th Companies 
respectively. The judges awarded this 
bout a draw, as it was merely a sparring 
affair, neither fighter putting across any 
hard blows. Pierce won a decision over 
Bersi in the fourth round of the sixth 
match. Bersi almost won on a knock- 
out in the fourth round, Pierce held on 
until the final bell. This was a good 


CORBETT 


fight to watch, as both men put all 
they had into the fight and afforded the 
spectators with much hard slugging. 

The semi-final bout of the evening 
featured Khulmey of the 74th Company 
and Pollack of the 76th Company, both 
men being 140 pounds. This fight re- 
sulted in a draw, and was another good 
fight for the fans. 

The final bout of the evening drew 
from the crowd a thunder of applause, 
as it was the best exhibition bout seen 
in Tientsin in several seasons. Corbett 
of the 73rd Company, Sixth Regiment, 
weighing 135 pounds, met Sweeney of 
the Headquarters Company, 2nd Bat- 
talion, who weighed in at 145 pounds. 
These two fighters will meet anybody in 
Tientsin of their respective weights. A 
finer exhibition bout could not be asked 
for. Corbett and Sweeney are fighters 
and showed fast footwork and hard hit- 
ting throughout the entire four rounds. 


HUCKABY BEATS GONZALO IN 
SHANGHAI 


Oster Beats Fallace, of Royal Marines, 
in Thriller 


Glenn Huckaby, the rip-snorting Ma- 
rine battler, who is carrying the Ma- 
rine colors to glory in the ring in the 
Orient. 

The fight account follows: 

There was probably more interest in 
the fight between Glenn Huckaby, the 
17-year-old U. S. Marine, and Young 
Gonzalo of the I. S. C., than in the 
headliner. Huckaby has been doing a 
lot of work since he last came into the 
ring. He is being talked up for a bout 
with Donald Duncan. Certainly he 
showed up well last night against Gon- 
zalo. He has an instinctive defense that 
brings him out of the exchanges almost 
always the winner. He can hit fairly 
hard, and his left is as good as his right. 

A little bit of overcaution marred this 
semi-final last night, making it in the 
last few rounds rather dull and tedious. 
Several times, though, both boys got so 
heated up that they took a couple of 
healthy swings at each other after the 
bell. At the end of the fifth, Gonzalo 
was mad. Some of Huckaby’s punches 
had gone home, and he didn’t like it 
when one of Huckaby’s punches landed 
after the bell. The crowd was waiting 
for murder in the sixth, but again cau- 
tion proved the better part of valor and 
the round was not so hot. 

Huckaby won his fight and he worked 
for it. Gonzalo is no mean opponent. 
But in nearly every round, the youngster 
landed twice to Gonzalo’s once, and the 
Filipino was clearly outpointed. 

Another boy who can hit like the busi- 
ness end of a mule is Kid Oster of the 
U. S. Marines. He knocked Corporal 
Fallace of the Royal Marines all over 
the place. One sock in the eye raised 
that member to the proportions of a 
goose egg, and Fallace won’t feel well 
for several days. He wasn’t knocked 
unconscious, but he was in a bad way, 
and couldn't get up. Duncan, who 
handled him, would have thrown the 
towel in if he had gained his feet. 

Fallace went down three times and 
took the limit of time, but came back 
gamely. He took plenty of punishment. 
Oster handles himself well in the ring 
and looked cool as cucumbers all the 
time. 


MARINES WIN ANNUAL RIFLE AND 
PISTOL MATCHES FROM ARMY 
IN CHINA 

A cablegram report from China states 
that the Marine team won the Annual 
Rifle and Pistol Matches from the U. S. 
Army forces in China on September 14. 

The Marine riflemen scored 5814 
points to the Army’s 5600 while the pis- 
tol scores for the Marines was 5117 for 
the Marines to the Army’s 4896. 
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HUCKABY DRAWS IN 
BATTLE WITH SACRAMENTO 


Lew Cordell and Elick Both Win Fights 
on Shanghai Card 


Opinions differ widely as to the de- 
cision awarded Glenn Huckaby, plucky 
Marine boxer, in his fight with Joe Sac- 
ramento, favorite champion of the 
Shanghai ring, held in the International 
Sporting Club én Shanghai, according to 
reports received. The sports writers of 
the two leading newspapers, The China 
Press and The Evening News, both com- 
ment on the decision given the Marine 
that Sacramento “lost in a draw while 
Huckaby won a moral victory by an ir- 
resistable pluck of coming up three 
times from near knock-outs but pre- 
venting himself from total oblivion by 
fighting on nerve when he was dazed and 
physically exhausted.” 

The story of the fight from the China 
Press follows: 

Huckaby, wearing pink silks, took the 
ring at 132% pounds, and Joe at 133% 
pounds. The first round, featured by 
some dazzling work with the mitts, was 
a draw. 

In the second round, Sacramento, 
plainly out to redeem himself, worried 
his opponent considerably with rights 
and lefts, but Huckaby worked in enough 
blows to the face in exchange to war- 
rant callng the round even. 

The stellar battlers took the ring for 
the third round more testily, Huckaby 
dodging Joe’s first swings and again 
wedging in some fast lefts in reply. 
It was a fast, hot round, with an edge to 
Huckaby and very much of an edge. to 
the crowd’s sharpened interest. 

Two Knockdowns 

Huckaby in the third was a little more 
restrained, as was also Sacramento. They 
waded in on each other several times 
and exchanged some heavy raps, neither 
gaining a distinct advantage, as the pair 
went in for the fifth melee, Sacramento 
assumed the offensive and picked a few 
holes in his opponent’s defense this time. 
It was evident that he was out for gore 
and when the first knockdown came, 
with a heavy, tremendous jab to the 
chin, Huckaby displayed a remarkable 
pluck, going down fighting, and recover- 
ing at the count of eight. He went down 
again on his face a few seconds later, 
but stood up again with wonderful spirit 
at the count of six. The bell found them 
sparring in sprightly fashion, as though 
he had never hit the canvas. 

It was even more exciting when Huck- 
aby came out of his corner shaking his 
head to clear his vision and wavering 
under Sacramento’s first few blows. Then 
Huckaby gave signs of a come-back and 
fought blow for blow in the swiftest in- 
terchange of rapid combat of the even- 
ing. The round ended in a storm of ap- 
plause and agitated milling. 


The Last Rounds 


In the seventh round, the fighters 
showed less pep, but Huckaby gamely 
held his own through a listless slugging 
contest until near the end of the round, 
when, flung against the ropes by a body 
blow, he was given a tremendous wallop 
on the cheek. He went dazedly to his 
corner. 
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The eighth round opened evenly, Sac- 
ramento endeavoring to score a delayed 
kill, but with less impetuosity, and Huck- 
aby fighting gamely to save himself 
from oblivion. Joe again scored a 
knock-down as his opponent tired in ac- 
celerated pace towards the close of each 
round. This time again it looked like a 
knockout, but Huckaby rose to his feet 
at the count of nine. He suffered an- 
other knock-down a few seconds later 
and this time the bell, rather than his 
elasticity and stamina, saved him. 

There was a tense hush as the next 
to last round opened, Sacramento again 
playing a waiting game until he should 
tire his opponent into submission. Huck- 
aby, to the amazement of all, not only 
held his own, but came back and scored 
the only heavy blow of the round on 
Sacramento’s face. 

The final round was a whirlwind. 

The battlers, feeling the tension, but 
abviously tired, rained blows on one an- 
other, with periodical in-fighting, Sac- 
ramento apparently awaitng an oppor- 
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tunity to stow his man away, while 


Huckaby was endeavoring to do more . 


than hold his own. Time and again he 
lunged at the champ to floor him, only 
to be met with a swift defense. Sacra- 
mento got in his share of blows. The 
round was a draw. 

Lew Cordell, noted Marine battler took 
the stage in the next big bout at 160% 
pounds against Kid Andre, local I.S.C. 
celeb, who had weighed in at 165 pounds. 
Dr. O’Hara returned to the ring as 
referee. 

Lew Cordell, easily the most prepos- 
sessing boxer, took the offensive in the 
initial fracas, while Andre did some 
pretty cagey defensive boxing. The 
same thing occurred in the second round. 
with Andre showing signs of awakening 
from his possum-like attitude towards 
the close. In the third of this scheduled 
eight-round battle, the two ringsters 
took turns in charging one another with 
intervals for rest. 

As the fourth started Doc O’Hara 
warned Andre against hitting below the 
belt, and after the two had mixed it up, 
fairly for a minute or so, Andre was 
again caught and O’Hara stepped in 
this time to declare Cordell the winner 
by a foul. The decision proved to have 
the backing of the majority of the crowd. 

Another international contest occupied 
the stage in the third battle, P. O. Brack- 
ston, of H. M. S. Argus, at 178 pounds, 
taking the ring against Sergeant Elick 
of the United States Marines, at 169% 
pounds, in a scheduled eight-round con- 
test. 

Elick took the lead in the first skir- 
mish, which was a finished sparring bat- 
tle, but the Britisher came back for a 
draw in the next, a spirited combat, full 
of much interchange of gloved amenities. 
The third round, however, the British lad 
appeared a little fagged, and Elick all 
but knocked him out, with terrific 
shoulder punches, delivered with a velo- 
city that surprised the Royal Mariner. 
The bell ended a possible knock-out. 

A little tamer entertainment opened 
the fourth, but the American rapidly 
gained the ascendancy and punished his 
opponent with fierce freedom, the bell 
ending another pretty mixup in which 
the British lad staggered. In the fifth, 
Elick again gave his opponent a severe 
drubbing at the outset and worried him 
along until a knock-down sent him crash- 
ing to the parquet in a daze. He got 
up at the nine count, for three more 
tearing coups de grace. There was a 
broadside of applause after this sud- 
denly ended battle and Brackston re- 
covered sufficiently after the limit count 
to get up and shake with the Marine. 
On the whole one of the best bouts on 
this or any prevous card of the season, 
at least to the spectator, if not from the 
point of view of the scientific boxer. 


PARACHUTE SAVES LIFE OF 
AVIATOR 

Grampian, Pa., Sept. 16.—(AP.)—The 
airplane “City of Olympia No. 31,” an 
entry in the air races at Spokane, Wash., 
crashed to earth tonight in the Pennsyl- 
vania hills near here. Lieut. Valentine 
Gephart, of the Marine Corps Reserve, 
the pilot, jumped with a parachute when 
the motor went dead 2,000 feet in the 
air. He made a good landing and was 
uninjured. 
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SAMMY BRAUNSTEIN BEATS 
JOE KING IN SHANGHAI FIGHT 


Redeems Self by Trimming of Navy 
Before Packed House 

Sammy Braunstein, who rose over- 
night to fame by knocking out Jimmy 
Ryan in the historic service bouts held 
in Philadelphia last year, added another 
feather in his hat by beating Joe King, 
pride of the navy in a bout held in 
Shanghai. 

The account of the fight, according to 
the China Press, follows: 

Sammy Braunstein, once knocked out 
by Joe Sacramento in four rounds, came 
back last night and trimmed Joe King, 
pride of the navy and victor over Sacra- 
mento in their last battle, in one of the 
most fiercely slashing combats which the 
present boxing season has witnessed. 

Braunstein not only retrieved his 
reputation with his own buddies, but did 
also with the great crowd of fans. It 
was a pretty battle—one that is worth 
going a long, long way to see. 

Ringside, Carlton Cafe, June 16.—Joe 
King, pride of the navy, who is fighting 
Sammy Braunstein, pride of the marines, 
in the final tonight, arrived at the ring 
promptly at eleven ‘o’clock. Two men 
are introduced as coming fighters in 
coming programs. More men are intro- 
duced. Braunstein weighs 143% pounds 
and Joe King weighs 136 pounds. Dr. 
O’Hara refereeing. 

Round One: They spar, with Braun- 
stein landing with light lefts and Joe 
kicking in with a heavy one occasionally. 
Joe is playing heavily to the body. They 
exchange a few haymakers, which do 
little damage and then Joe is down from 
a left cross. He is up and at Sammy, 
however, and they mix it nicely. The 
bell finds them going. The best round 
of the evening. 

Round Two: They meet with a clash. 
Braunstein steps inside one of King’s 
haymakers. Braunstein is retrieving his 
reputation rapidly by his showing. He 
slips to the canvas and they crash to- 
gether in a terrific exchange when he 
gets up. The bell finds them sparring. 
Another good round, with Braunstein de- 
livering the greater percentage of the 
heavier blows. 

Round Three: Braunstein is using his 
left to advantage. He catches Joe twice 
with rights to the head and Joe in re- 
taliation rushes him to the ropes, land- 
ing a left to the head. He steps inside 
Joe’s next sally. Sammy lands on his 
opponent’s head and hurts him. Joe is 
getting angry. They slug all over the 
place and the crowd goes wild. Joe is 
dizzy at the end of the round, catching 
a left to the mouth just before the bell. 
Braunstein’s round. 

Round Four: Sammy meets Joe com- 
ing in with a left to the neck and takes 
one a moment later that sits him on the 
canvas. He is up and dancing. They 
smash into it and take it both ways, both 
men being staggered and keep on going. 
It is a wild round. To attempt to keep 
track of these blows would be foolish. 
Joe is rushing Sammy, though, and is 
getting an even break. The bell finds 
them going. Joe’s round by a shade. 

Round Five: Joe is boring in. Long 
range artillery in action. Both boys are 
taking them nicely, but Joe’s body blows 
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are hurting. Joe’s right eye is closing 
and a trickle of blcod appears. The 
round is even. 

Round Six: They come in strong 
again. Spar, spar and into a clinch. 
Sammy is delivering some telling ones 
as Joe comes in. Sammy catches Joe 
with a terrific left uppercut. Joe is 
missing a bit. Sammy is delivering them 
at every clinch, but now and again Joe 
is countering with real body blows. Joe 
King is in wonderful condition. 

Round Seven: Sammy meets two of 
Joe’s rushes and drives him back with 
telling lefts. Sammy lands a left upper- 
cut again. He is jabbing Joe’s face al- 
most at will. They spaf. Sammy is in- 
side of Joe’s most terrific swings, al- 


BRAUNSTEIN 


though Joe lands to the body. Sammy 
slips after a right to the jaw lands 
squarely on Joe’s button. He is up 
again and they spar to the bell 

Round Eight: Sammy meets Joe's rush 
with another straight left and they spar. 
Sammy is the best boxer. Joe lands a 
heavy one to the slats and Sammy coun- 
ters with a left to the paw which sends 
Joe down for a second. Joe lands a 
clean left to Sammy’s jaw. The bell finds 
Sammy delivering one in the wind. 

Round Nine: Joe lands one to the ribs. 
Joe is rushing again, with Sammy peck- 
ing him off with lefts and rights. Joe 
brought in the one-two nicely but Sam- 
my was inside the next attempt. Joe 
is missing again. The bell found them 
still sparring. 

Round Ten: Joe is looking for a 
knockout. Sammy is holding him off. 
They spar around the ring. Sammy 
landed both a left and a right to Joe’s 
face and came back again with a heavy 
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one to the wind. Sammy landed again 
on Joe. Joe is looking for a one blow, 
but Sammy is still inside. The fight is 
Braunstein’s—the crowd goes wild. 

The battle between Marine Cordell and 
Sailor Billy Watts ended disastrous!y 
when Watts misjudged his low ones four 
times in succession, the verdict being 
awarded against him by the referee in 
the third round. 


NORTH CHINA BALL CROWN 
IS WON BY MARINES 


Fifteenth Infantry Go Down to Defeat 
By a Score of 1-0 

The Peking Marines won the North 
China baseball championship, on the 
Recreation Ground on Aug. 24, by de- 
feating the local 15th Infantry 1-0. Al- 
though the Marines have won the cham- 
pionship, they still have several games 
to play which will determine who will 
be in second place, either the 15th In- 
fantry or the local Japanese. 

Preston, the Marine “strike-out king,” 
again proved he deserved the title, by 
striking out thirteen of the Infantry- 
men, and only allowing them two scratch 
hits. He pitched shutout ball through- 
out the game, and had it not been for 
the two scratch hits, one of which was 
accidental, there would have been the 
first no-hit game of the North China 
Baseball League. In the fourth inning 
Preston struck out three opposing bat- 
ters, two of these strike-outs coming 
after two men were on base and threat- 
ened to score. 

Smashes Out Two-Bagger 

Fricke’s bat won for the Marines their 
championship by smashing out a two- 
bagger to left with Strah on second, to 
bring across the winning run. Strah and 
Ross led the field in hitting, receiving 
two hits each out of three trips to the 
plate. Strah out-hit Ross by cracking 
the ball for two two-base hits, while 
Ross smashed out a two-bagger and one 
single. White, Fricke and Preston were 
the other Marines that hit the ball, mak- 
ing a total of seven hits throughout the 
entire game. 

Pearson playing third base was easily 
the outstanding player on the Marine 
team, having four assists to his credit. 
three of these being hard-hit balls. Strah 
behind the plate caught his best game 
of the season, even though he dropped 
three of Preston’s strike outs, but re- 
covered the ball in time to make put- 
outs at first base. White was the first 
man to hit Morris in the first inning 
with a single to right field. 

Morris on the Mound 

Morris working on the mound for the 
15th Infantry pitched excellent ball, but 
the Marines’ extra base hitting in the 
eighth inning brought across the lone 
run. This was Morris’ second defeat by 
the Peking Marines by a 1 to 0 score, in 
both games he allowed seven hits. In the 
fifth inning Graham, Stevens and Strah 
hit the first ball pitched and were all 
put out at first base, a feat never pulled 
off by any pitcher in the league. Mor- 
ris struck out six opposing batters and 
never allowed a single man to reach first 
base on a free ticket. 

For the Army, Ollie again played a 
wonderful game at short, having six as- 
sists and two put-outs to his credit. His 
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running catch of Graham’s fly ball in 
the second inning to the score board 
was a beauty, and again in the eighth 
inning he caught Pearson’s fly ball after 
a run into the outfield. McGuire behind 
the plate caught another of his good 
games, never allowing a man to steal 
second. Hyland at second base made a 
wonderful try to catch Ross’s hard hit 
fly ball over second base, but he suc- 
ceeded in knocking a sure two-bagger 
into a single. Dorris on first base had 
twelve put-outs without any sign of an 
error. Martin in the sixth inning relayed 
Preston’s ttwo-base hit to Hyland at 
second in time to catch Preston off the 
bag. This makes a total of four games 
that the local Infantrymen played with- 
out any errors to retain first place hon- 
ors in team fielding. 
Marines’ Lone Run 

The Marines scored their lone run in 
the eighth inning after two were out. 
Stevens, first man up, strikes out; Strah 
bangs out his second two-base hit of the 
game; Preston flies out to Crowder in 
center field; Fricke smashes out a two- 
bagger to left field to score Strah; Pear- 
son ends the inning by flying out to 
Ollie. The third inning saw the com- 
pound boys break up a sure run, when 
Ollie throws Fricke’s hot grounder to 
home plate in time to catch Strah, who 
tried to bring across a run on the play. 
In the seventh inning, with a runner on 
second base and one out, the Marines 
were again stopped, when Ollie and Hy- 
land made the next two assists to retire 
the batters at first base. 

In the fourth inning the Army boys 
had their first man on base, after Ross 
drops Mahoney’s fly ball to short right 
field; Crowder receives a base on balls; 
Dorris and Hyland end any possible 
chance of scoring by fanning the breeze 
on three pitched balls each. The seventh 
inning saw the Infantrymen get another 
man on second base, only to have Hy- 
land strike out and Bourassa fly out to 
right field. Bourassa was the only sol- 
dier to hit the ball out of the infield, all 
other batters hit into the infield. In the 
seventh inning, Crowder receives an ac- 
cidental infield hit, he hit a fast grounder 
to White playing shortstop, White at- 
tempting to make the throw slips in a 
mud hole and Crowder reaches first. The 
eighth inning saw another scratch hit 
scored off Preston’s delivery, when Ollie 
hits to first base and Ross makes the 
play, but could not reach first base in 
time to make the put-out. 

Army Fails at Bat 

Where the Army excels on the field, 
they fail to excel at the bat. The only 
weakness on the part of Infantrymen is 
their inability to hit when a hit means a 
run. The third inning saw three of 
their batters strike out, two of these 
after their teammates were on base and 


a sure run would have been brought 
across in any kind of a single. 
Preston struck out two men in the 


first inning, two in the second, one in 
the third inning, three in the fourth, one 
in the fifth, one in the seventh, one in 
the eighth and two batters in the ninth 
inning for a total of thirteen. 

The Peking Marines are out to make a 
clean sweep of the remaining two games 
over the week-end, having to meet the 
local Japanese today and the Civilian 
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aggregation on Sunday. Sunday after- 
noon will see the Civilian team out to 
win their first game from the “Leather- 
necks.” 

Music for the remaining two games 
will be furnished by the local Marine 
regiments. The Sixth Regiment band 
furnished the music for yesterday after- 
noon’s game. 


The Scores 
15th U. S. Infantry 

AB R H POA E 
40001 0 
Mahoney, 3b ...... 48 8 
Crowder, cf ........ 30314100 
........ $3002 8 0 
Bourassa, If ....... > 0000 0 
McGuire, c ......... 8 2 
3 012 6 0O 
29 0 22413 

Peking Marines 
ABR H POA E 
Fricke, 2b ..... 2 
Pearson, 3b ........ 4000 40 
3.0010 06 
Graham, rf ........ 6 
Stevens, If ........ 38 
3 1210 3 O 
28 172713 1 

Score by Innings 

123456789 
15th U.S. Infantry 00000000 0—0 
Hits 00000011 0—2 
Peking Marines... 00000001 x—1 
Hits 1011011 2 x—7 
Summary 

Two-base hits—Strah (2), Preston, 
Fricke, Ross. Sacrifice hits—Dorris, 
Preston. Left on bases—Marines, 4; 


Army 4. First base on errors—Army, 1. 
Struck out—By Preston, 13; by Morris, 
6. Base on balls—Off Preston (Crow- 
der). Base hits—Off Preston, 2; off 
morris, 7. Runs batted in by Fricke, 1. 
Time of game—1 hour 2 minutes. Um- 
pires—Walsh and Knauff. Scorer—Brey. 
Today’s Game 

At 4:00 p. m. this afternoon the local 
Japanese will meet the Peking Marines 
on Recreation Ground. Kirby and Strah 
will be the battery for the Peking Ma- 
rines, with either Usuda or T. Hotta on 
the mound for the Japanese, and Shiga 

or Fukanaga doing the backstopping. 
League Standing 

Ww 


L. Per. 
8 10 .444 


PRESBYTERIANS GET TIE WITH 
MARINES 

The light Presbyterian College team 
played the powerful Parris Island team 
a 6 to 6 tie here today. Presbyterian 
made a touchdown in first five minutes 
of play by forward pass, Stamps to 
Owens, Stamps failed to kick point. 

Feature of the second quarter was the 
passing of Stamps, on which Presby- 
terian College netted many gains, but 
failed to threaten Marines goal line be- 
cause of the excellent defensive work of 
Miller in the back field, Stroupe and 
Cummings in the line. Just before the 
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first half Sgt. Davis, Captain of the 
Marine team, was taken out on account 
of serious injury to his back. Hough, 
who substituted for Davis, aptly took 
care of the guard position vacated by 
Captain Davis. 

In the third quarter the Leathernecks 
lost a good chance by failing to gain on 
the Presbyterian College fighting eleven 
and an incomplete forward pass which 
landed behind the goal line, and gave 
Presbyterian College the pig-skin on the 
twenty-yard line, after an exchange of 
punts the quarter ended with the ball 
in possession of the Marines. 

In the fourth quarter Ryckman and 
Pugh rushed the ball to the Presby- 
terian College two-yard line. Pugh 
went over center scoring the Marine 
touchdown. Miller failed to score the 
extra point. The remainder of the game 
the ball stayed in center of the field, 
neither team gaining any advantage. The 
game ended in mid-field with Presby- 
terian College in possession of the ball. 
Stars for Presbyterian were: Stamps, 
Owens and McKinzie. For the Marines: 
Ryckman, Pugh, Cummings and Stroupe. 


Presby. Position P. lL. Marines. 
. Left end ..Grissom 
Weatherspoon..Left tackle Stroupe 
McNaul... Left guard ...Levie 
McKenzie Center .. Dahlgrenn 
Barnwell. . Right guard Davis (C.) 
Blake.... Right tackle. ..Cummings 
Stamps (C.)....Quarterback ....Long 
Owens... ..Left halfback....... Miller 
Moore.. Right halfback..... ...Pugh 
an Fullback ...........Rycekman 

Scoring touchdowns—Presbvterian College: 
Owens. Marines: Pugh. Officials—Stegman 
(Chicago), referee; Fitz (Annapolis), field 


judge; Tichnor (Auburn), head linesman. 


MARINES CLEAN UP WITH NEW- 


BERRY COLLEGE 


Parris Island Marines whipped New- 
berry College 25 to 12 in a game made 
spectacular by many long broken field 
runs. Ryckman of the devil dogs gal- 
loped up and down the field to make 
three touchdowns and a total yardage 
of 212 yards. Flash Campbell, Marine 
back, raced 70 yards in first few minutes 
of play to score touchdown on longest 
run made here in years. 

Newberry, using two complete teams, 
(Knut Rockne’s method of putting 
them in) put up a tough battle, but both 
were clearly outclassed. They were un- 
able to gain through the Marine line 
and were forced to resort to aerial at- 
tack, making two touchdowns by this 
route. Adams to Rushe, both passes 
being thrown over the goal line, the 
game was hard fought and cleanly 
played throughout, being marred by only 
two penalties. Kinard, Summer and 
Rushe starred for Newberry, while 
Ryckman, Campbell and Stroupe stood 
the brunt of the attack for the devil 


dogs 

Newberry C. Position. P. L. Marines. 
Gunte . Left tackle...Stroupe (A.C.) 
Weeks Left guard ee 
Kuhn Dahlgrenn 
scandtan Right guard.............Mize 
Caughman...... Right tackle...... Cummings 
McCullough. ... Right end............ Hartley 
Adams (C.)....Quarterback ....... Ryckman 
Whittaker......Left halfback....... Jackson 
Right halfback..........Long 
Bouknight...... Campbell 

Scoring touchdowns—Newberry College: 
Rushe (2). Marines: Ryckman (3), Pugh, 
Campbell. Points after touchdown—Ryck- 


man. Officials—Von Kolnitz (South Caro- 
lina), referee; Fitz (Annapolis), field judge: 
Chadwick (Citadel), head linesman. Two 12, 
and two 15-minute quarters. 


bits 
tos 
ere 


fay 
Forty 


White Teeth 
ana ‘Tough Gums 


THIS smooth, pleasant, iodine tooth 
paste is unexcelled. Zi-O-Dine cleans 
the teeth thoroughly, without scratching 
the enamel. It contains no grit. 
Toughens the gums and keeps them 
healthy. Excellent for Gingivitis and 
Pyorrhea. /ts iodine content means “tooth 
insurance.” 

Start your children 
using Zi-O-Dine tooth 
paste now. It will keep 
their teeth In perfect con- 
dition, and save trouble 
in years to come. Recom- 
mended by dentists. At 
your druggist, or by mail 
postpaid, 50c per tube. 


Iodine Products Co. 
Laurel, Miss, 


DENTAL CREAM 


S 


EL PRODUCTO 
CIGARS 


BUNTE CANDIES 


The Haile Tobacco Co. 
SAVANNAH, GA. 


Jos. A. Wilner & Co. 


Custom Tailors 


Marine and Navy Uniforms 
and 
Up-to-date Civilian Clothes 
Tailored to Order 


EIGHTH & G STREETS, N. W. 
WASHINGTON, D. Cc. 


Patronize Our Advertisers 
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MARINE CORPS LEAGUE 
(Continued from page 27) 


senting their organization. Under no 
circumstances will the secretary to the 
chair accept a split vote at the time of 
roll call. All votes must be for the 
affirmative or the negative. 

(k) A roll call will be called after 
each motion has been discussed. A mo- 
tion must be made for a roll call. All 
roll calls must be called before any mo- 
tion will be passed. 

(1) Nomination of national officers 
will be made from the floor of the as- 
sembly. 

(m) Nominating speeches will be lim- 
ited to three minutes each. Not more 
than one seconding speech will be made 
by any one candidate and not to exceed 
three minutes. 

(n) In event that two candidates are 
nominated the balloting will continue un- 
til one of the candidates has received the 
majority votes of the convention. 

4. All detachments of the Marine 
Corps League shall report to the Na- 
tional Convention Chairman, Mr. Thomas 
G. Sterrett, Court House, Erie, Penna., 
also to the National Adjutant, Major J 
C. Fegan, U. S. M. C., the exact number 
of delegates that will attend the national 
convention, also the number of members 
who will be visiors. The afore-men- 
tioned information should reach the Na- 
tional Convention Chairman not later 
than November 2, 1927. 

5. Program and _  Registration—All 
delegates attending the national conven- 
tion will register between the hours of 
9.30 a. m. to 11:30 a. m. on Friday. No- 
vember 4th, 1927, aboard the U. S. S. 
Wolverine at the foot of State Street 
(Public Dock). 

(a) First Business session will be 
held at the Elks’ Auditorium at 2:00 
p. m. which is located at 8th and Peach 
Streets. The purpose of the first busi- 
ness session will be to appoint the mem- 
bers of the following committees: Nom- 
inations, Resolutions, Finance, Creden- 
tials, Constitutions and By-Laws, Lapel 
Buttons, Ritual, Means and Ways, also 
the appointment of a Sergeant-at-Arms. 

(b) The final business session will 
take place in the Elks’ Auditorium, lo- 
cated at 8th and Peach Streets on Satur- 
day morning, November 5th, at 9:00 
a. m. 

(c) Banquet will be held on Novem- 
ber 5th at 6:00 p. m. in the Elks Audi 
torium. The initial charge will be three 
dollars per. The initial price will include 
the entertainment of music and vaude- 
ville, ete. 

(d) Free lunch will be aboard the 
U. S. S. Wolverine for all delegates 24 
hours per day. 

(e) There will be cards for the mem- 
bers and delegates to the Eagles, Elks, 
and Maennerchor Clubs, also free theater 
tickets. 

(f) Mayor Williams of the city of 
Erie will address the delegates. Mr. 
Samuel L. Rothafel (Roxy) will attend. 
Invitations have been sent Gene Tun- 
ney and Laurence Stallings. 

(zg) All social sessions outside of the 
Banquet will be held aboard the U. S. S. 
Wolverine, which is now owned by the 
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members of the Louis J. Magill Detach- 
ment of the Marine Corps League. 

(h) ALL DELEGATES ARE RE- 
QUESTED TO WEAR THEIR M. C. L. 
CAPS. 

JOHN A. LEJEUNE, 
National Commandant, 
Marine Corps League. 


WHAT D'YE KNOW? 
By Tom Sterrett 


I know that Gene, the Marine, will 
likely attend the national convention of 
the Marine Corps League, to be held in 
Erie on Friday and Saturday, November 
4th and 5th. Gene Tunney, world’s heavy. 
weight champion, is a member of the 
Youngstown detachment of the Marine 
Corps League, as well as a first lieuten- 
ant in the Marine Corps Reserve. A 
telegram and letter of invitation to at- 
tend the Erie convention has been sent 
Gene Tunney, and it is more than likely 
that he’ll accept, inasmuch as he is al- 
most as proud of his Marine Corps con- 
nections as he is with his title. 


I know that another man who will be 
at the Erie convention of the Marine 
Corps League, is Samuel L. (Roxy) 
Rothafel, the famous “Roxy” of the ra- 
dio, and the director of the Roxy theater 
in New York. Sam, or Roxy, did seven 
years in the Marine Corps, about a score 
of years ago, and I was shipmate with 
him when we were both receiving $12.80 
a month and a horse blanket. Mr. 
Rothafel has assured me that he will be 
in Erie on November 4th and 5th. 


I know that the old Wolverine is now 
the permanent home of the Col. Louis J. 
Magill Detachment of the Marine Corps 
League. The marine quarters of the de- 
tachment, at 15 W. 7th Street, have been 
moved to the navy’s first iron vessel 
Gunnery Sergeant Osborne, U. S. M. C., 
retired, is acting as caretaker and guide. 
Joseph Raker, national judge advocate 
general of the Marine Corps League, is 
heading a committee of ex-marines, put- 
ting the historic old ship in shape. 
Henry Campbell’is heading a sub-com- 
mittee. Large signs telling what the 
Wolverine is, and welcoming strangers 
aboard her, are already placed on the 
bridge of the ship. A small admission 
fee is being charged to pay the wages 
of the guides. Hundreds of tourists on 
their way to Canada have been shown 
over the Wolverine by competent guides 
since the Wolverine was turned over to 
the marine on September 10th. 

I know that while the national con- 
vention of the Marine Corps Leacue is 
being held in Erie on November 4th and 
5th, the mess tables of the Wolverine 
will be set with free lunches for the ex- 
Leathernecks, and such of them as care 
to, may swing their hammocks aboard 
the old boat. It will give some of the 
old timers quite a thrill to sleep in a 
“dream bag” once more, on board the 
world’s oldest iron ship. 


I know that the convention will close 
with a banquet. Speakers of national 


prominence will be present, including 
Major General John A. Lejeune, com- 
mandant of the Marine Corps, and late 
commander of the Second Division, A. E. 
F. A good time has been planned for 
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the delegates, but there will be nothing 
flashy about it. It will be more in the 
nature of a reunion. Delegates from as 
far away as Dallas, Texas, and Los An- 
geles, will be present. But not so many 
of them are looked for. The Marine 
Corps League is just a small organiza- 
tion, but it contains some great names 
in its roster, besides those of Gene Tun- 
ney and Roxy. Courtney Ryley Cooper, 
the man who writes the western stories 
for the Saturday Evening Post, and 
other publications, is a member of the 
Denver detachment. Charles Phelps 
Cushing, magazine writer is another. 
C. B. Falls, the artist, is an ex-marine. 
So is William Almon Wolff, the writer. 
There are scores of others, and many 
of these will be present in Erie the first 
week in November. 


I know that another man who will be 
a delegate to the Erie convention, is my 
old shipmate, Capt. Benn Fogg, now 
stationed with troops at Parris Island, 
Ss. C. Captain Fogg is supposed to be 
the original of Captain Flagg in “What 
Price Glory?” Anyway, Benny is going 
to be here, unless he breaks a leg. Then 
it is quite likely that Captain Laurence 
Stallings, author of “The Big Parade,” 
and “What Price Glory?” will be here 
too. Stallings, as a captain of Marines, 
lost his leg in the big push of July 15th, 
1918, when the First and Second and 
Morrocan Divisions launched it off, as 
the shock troops. An invitation has 
gone forward to Captain Stallings, and 
it is thought likely that he will accept. 


I know that another man who will 
likely be here, for the Marine Corps 
League convention is Dan Daly, Amer- 
ica’s most decorated Marine. Dan Daly 
has three times won the congressional 
medal of honor. He’s the only soldier in 
America ever to do so. He won the first 
one in China, the second one in Haiti, 
and the third one in France. He also 
won the D. S. C. and scores of foreign 
decorations. 

Published in Erie Daily Times, Sep- 
tember 30, 1927. 


WORCESTER, MASS. 


The Worcester Detachment, Marine 
Corps League, held a business meeting 
and annual election of officers at Sher- 
er’s Restaurant, Worcester, Mass., on 
the evening of September 30, 1927. 

The newly elected officers are: Com- 
mandant, John G. Kapowich; Senior 
Vice Commander, Lewis W. Everett; 
Junior Vice Commander, Carlton R. 
Dean; Secretary - Treasurer, Rudolph 
Trow, (reelected); Paymaster, Roy Cohn; 
Adjutant, Al Banx; Sergeant-at-Arms, 
Merton Cowe. 

The executive committee, of which the 
Commandant is chairman, consists of 
Fred Dunford, Franklin Barrett, Ser- 
geant Lloyd D. Ganzel, U. S. M. C., 
(N. C. O. in charge, Marine Recruiting 
Station, Worcester), Edward Reynolds, 
Daniel Clifford, vice chairman; Ellis Lin- 
coln, Daniel F. Laloy, Ernest S. Stake 
and Edward L. McAuliffe. 

A rifle team was selected for the fall 
Inter-city meet, and a committee on the 
annual banquet was appointed and No- 
vember 10th was agreed upon as the 
date. It was also decided to send at 
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least ten members to the annual Marine 
Corps League Convention, November 4th 
and 5th at Erie, Pa. 


MARINE CORPS LEAGUE BULLETIN 


(Number 2, Vol. 1.) 
September, 1927. 


Purchase of Uniforms—The following 
order was issued by the Navy Depart- 
ment, Washington, D. C., by the Secre- 
tary of the Navy, “Sale of uniforms to 
individuals separated from the military 
and naval forces of the United States.” 

1. The following act approved Feb- 
ruary 14th, 1927, is quoted for the in- 
formation of all concerned: 

“That under such regulations as the 
Secretary of War and the Navy may 
prescribe for their respective depart- 
ments, exterior articles of uniform may 
be sold to former members of the mili- 
tary or naval service who have been 
separated therefrom under honorable 
conditions: Provided, That nothing in 
this act shall be construed as modifying 
in any way the provisions of section 125 
of the act approved June 3, 1916 (Thirty- 
ninth Statutes at Large, page 216, en- 
titled, ‘An act making further and more 


effectual provisions for the national de-. 


fense and for other purposes,’ as amend- 
ed by section 8 of the act approved June 
4, 1920 (Forty-first Statutes at Large, 
page 836).’ Any money realized from 
the sale of articles of uniform under this 
act shall be covered into the Treasury 
to the credit of the appropriations out 
of which such articles were purchased.” 

The foregoing act authorizes the sale 
of exterior articles of the naval and ma- 
rine uniforms to persons possessing the 
qualifications specified in the act, and 
such sales are hereby limited to those 
items of exterior apparel regularly car- 
ried in stock for general issue to the 
enlisted personnel of the Navy and Ma- 
rine Corps. 

2. Applications for the purchase of 
exterior articles of these naval uni- 
forms will be submitted in writing to 
the Commandant of the nearest navy 
yard or station at which a navy commis- 
sary is in operation. Such application 
should state specifically the items re- 
quired. 

3. The Commandant will satisfy him- 
self that the applicant is entitled to 
make purchase under the provisions of 
the foregoing act and will instruct the 
officers in charge of the commissary 
store to sell the required articles for 
cash to the applicant. 

4. In the event the applicant is not a 
resident in the vicinity of a commis- 
sary store, the officer in charge, after 
determining specifically what re- 
quired will make shipment by parcel 
post collect. 

5. The sale of exterior articles of the 
marine uniform will be governed by in- 
structions issued by the Major General 
Commandant. 

Instructions of the Major General 
Commandant: The instructions of the 
Major General Commandant relative to 
purchasing exterior clothing are: 

1. All requests shall be addressed to 
The Quartermaster, Headquarters, U. S. 
Marine Corps, Washington, D. C. 

2. Exterior clothing will consist of the 
following named articles; cap, coat, 
trousers, chevrons, and stripes for non- 
commissioned officers. 
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Rolled Gold 


INSIGNIA 
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BUTTONS 
An Ideal Gift 


We suggest a set of rolled 


gold buttons and insignia’ 

packed in a special plush- 

lined gift box. 
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N. S. MEYER. INC, 
43 East I9”St. New Yorko. 


>) At vour dealer or post exchange e 


We Serve 
PARRIS ISLAND MARINES 
With Their Soft Drinks 


Their Trade Is Appreciated 


PARRIS ISLAND 
BOTTLING CO. 


National Fellowship Club 


DANCES 


Thursday Nights, 9 to 12 
Saturday Nights, 9 to 1 
INFORMAL—ADMISSION 75c 
“The Place to get Acquainted” 
Main 1320 G 


Ballroom CITY CLU Street 


WASHINGTON, D. C. 
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Don’t Blame Grandfather 
He had plenty of time and “elbow 
grease” didn't count so much. Now 
we use our heads instead of our hands 
—we buy Chloroil Solvent because one 
application gives any small arm a 
thorough cleaning—and one that 
loesn’'t harm the bore yet prevents 
after-corrosion. Buy Chloroil at your 
Post Exchange or direct for 35c. 


CONVERSION PRODUCTS CORP. 
612 S. Delaware Ave., Philadeiphia, Pa. 


We are Ready to Meet Your 
Needs With 


Florsheim Shoes 


Also Expert Shoe Repairing 


S. H. LIPTON 
POST EXCHANGE SHOE SHOP 
Parris Island, South Carolina 


COLUMBIA 
Wholesale Confectionery 
Company 
T. H. CHACONAS, Proprietor 


Quality Candies 


202 NINTH ST., NORTHWEST 
PHONE MAIN 4179 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


JAMES GOOD, INC. 


ESTABLISHED 1868 
MANUFACTURING CHEMISTS 


Soaps, Disinfectants, Insecticides 
Pharmaceutical Preparations 


KENSING STATION 
PHILADELPHIA 


THE IEATHERNECK 


3. Former members of the Marine 
Corps will not be issued non-commis- 
sioned officers cheverons unless they 
were discharged holding the rank of a 
non-commissioned officer. 

4. No chevrons will be issued to non- 
commissioned officers unless they are 
requested. 

5. The cost of articles pertaining to 
a Blue Dress uniform are as follows, 
with additional 10 per cent added to the 
cost of the articles required. 


Trousers, Blue Dress.......... 4.70 
(for privates and trumpeters) 
Trousers, Blue Dress......... 5.36 
(for non-commissioned officers) 
Chevrons 
Gunnery Sergeant ........... 96 
Master Technical Sergeant.... .92 
Paymaster Sergeant ......... 3.68 
Private First Class........... 1.49 
Corporal and Lance Corporal... .49 
Sergeant Major ............. 1.52 
84 
Wound Chevrons (each)...... 15 


6. Additional funds should be en- 
closed for the transmittal of the order 
via parcel post. 

Lapel Buttons—The present supply 
having been exhausted, national head- 
quarters will not order additional lapel 
buttons for the balance of this fiscal 
year. It is over a month when this 
question will be presented to the con- 
vention for final action. The new de- 
signs for lapel buttons will be submitted 
and voted on at that time. Designs and 
suggestions for lapel buttons should be 
submitted to national headquarters not 
later than October 20th, 1927. 

General Orders—Each detachment 
should open a file for general orders is- 
sued by the national commandant at 
various times. Formerly all instructions 
were issued by the National Com- 
mandant or by the direction of the Na- 
tional Commandant have been in the 
form of official correspondence. All 
changes issued from issue to issue will 
either be made by letter or memoran- 
dums in the various bulletins issued by 
this office. The complete file should be 
kept handy for the Commandant and 
the officers of the detachment for refer- 
ence. Each General Order will be listed 
numerically in order that it will be con- 
venient in filing. Ladies’ Auxiliaries will 
be required to keep copies of all general 
orders issued, also any other branches 
of the detachment. 

1928 Membership Dues—After Sep- 
tember 15th, 1927, detachmert paymas- 
ters may proceed with the collection of 
the 1928 membership dues. There will 
not be a change on the membership 
ecards. Duplicate cards will be issued 
for all members of the detachment pay- 
mg their 1928 dues. Cards should be 
stamped or marked 1928. Collections 
should be forwarded in the routine man- 
ner to the National Commandant. 

Belleau Wood Memorial Fund—Twelve 
detachments of the League have paid 
their quota for the Belleau Wood Me- 
morial Fund in full. It is urged that 
all detachments who have additional 
cash on hand for the fund should send 
it to national headquarters. The present 
balance of the fund is $402.27 with all 
expenses paid to date. 
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Membership—The membership of the 
organization is gradually nearing its 
last year’s mark. The count on Septem- 
ber 16 shows that 11,214 members have 
enrolled. 

Marine Corps League Reserve Auxil- 
iary—In recent correspondence the Na- 
tional Commandant asked the various 
division officers to voice their opinion 
relative to admitting members of the 
Marine Corps Reserve in the Marine 
Corps League as an auxiliary branch to 
the detachments. Thus far the division 
officers who have replied to the corre- 
spondence are very much in favor of 
the proposition. Further light on the 
subject will be published after the na- 
tional convention at which time all sug- 
gestions will be considered and _ thor- 
oughly thrashed out. The members of 
the Marine Corps Reserve have no or- 
ganization they can join with the ex- 
ception of the Reserve Officers Associa- 
tion which enlisted men of the reserve 
cannot become members. 

General Order 
Number 1—Series of 927 

1. The changing of the policy of na- 
tional headquarters warrants the change 
in routing of correspondence with na- 
tional headquarters. All correspondence 
of detachments will be routed to the Na- 
tional Commandant regardless of the 
subject. The detachment commandant 
will make notations of the activities of 
the detachment and any other comments 
which will be of interest to the readers 
of The Leatherneck. 

2. Correspondence will be handled by 
the National Commandant “By the Direc- 
tion of the National Commandant.” 

3. The senior officer presiding at the 
meeting of the detachment will read all 
General Orders issued by national head- 
quarters and it shall also be the duty of 
the adjutant to keep the General Orders 
to date. 

4. The Detachment Commandant shall 
issue instructions to his Adjutant to 
keep a permanent file of all General 
Orders. 

5. Lost copies of General Orders will 
be replaced upon request for a small 
charge of printing. 

6. Basing the decision upon the re- 
ports received from the various detach- 
ments as their attitude towards mem- 
bers of the Marine Corps Reserve, de- 
tachments will be governed by the fol- 
lowing ruling of the National Com- 
mandant. 

“Members of the Marine Corps Re- 
serve, who have not served one com- 
plete enlistment in the Marine Corps, 
with exception of training period, are 
not eligible for membership in the Ma- 
rine Corps League.” This ruling shall 
not, however, effect the last sentence of 
Article IV, Eligibility, Section 1, Na- 
tional Constitution. 

Definition of Eligibles; “members of 
the United States Marine Corps who 
have been discharged for any of the fol- 
lowing reasons shall be eligible for mem- 
bership in this organization.” “Long 
and faithful service,” “Duration of 
War,” “Dependency” by order of the 
Major General Commandant. Expiration 
of Enlistment; Retired; Discharged from 
the active service and transferred to 
the Reserve. The character award will 
mean a great deal towards a member's 
membership. Only those who have been 
discharged with character Excellent, 
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Very Good, Good, will be accepted for 
membership. 

7. The routine matters pertaining to 
Ladies’ Auxiliaries of detachment shal! 
be the same as those issued to the Ma- 
rine Corps League. All routine matters 
will be directed to the National Com- 
mandant. After due elections for lead- 
ers for their organization routine mat- 
ters will be changed in accordance ‘to 
the convenience of .the organization. 

8. National dues for Ladies’ Auxil- 
iaries shall be the same as the national 
dues for the Marine Corps League mem- 
bers. 

9. Members who shall be eligible for 
membership in the Ladies Auxiliary 
must be relatives of members of the 
detachment or members of the family 
of a deceased Marine. 

This shall be construed to include 
those members who are not serving in 
the active service of the United States 
Marine Corps. 

10. The membership shall be limited 
to the blood members of the family of 
the first generation, (wife, daughter, sis- 
ter, and mother.) No half-sisters, or 
step-mothers shall be eligible. 


THE “CORRESPONDENCE” WAR 
(Dedicated to Reserve Officers taking the 
Correspondence Courses.) 
I'm soldiering with a pencil—and a ruler 
and a map. 

And I’ve got to fix the furnace—chase 
the youngster off my lap. 

And the “regulars” may laugh hearty, 
and shake their sides ’till sore. 

But I’m going to solve this problem, 

In this “Correspondence War!” 


You can snicker if you want to, and con- 
sider me a “boot.” 

But some day Ill be a Captain—while 
you are still a “lieut.” 

And I’m “burning up the midnight’”— 
with my compass on the floor, 

But I'm going to get there, Soldier! 

In this “Correspondence War!” 


If you think that “sitting pretty” on a 
regular detail 

Is any softer pickings, than to have a 
baby wail, 

And to face the wife at breakfast when 
she’s feeling good and sore, 

Then you’ve got another think, Boy; 

This is “Correspondence War!” P 


When you try to earn a living, and your 
working day is through 

And you'd like to read a novel, or take 
in a show or two— 

You remember that there’s DUTY—even 
though it seems a bore, 

And you get right down to study, 

In this “Correspondence War!” 


It's a cinch to soldier, Brother—when a 
C. O. says you must. 

And it’s do the stuff you’re told to do or 
you know you'll get a “bust.” 

But when only YOU are watching, and 
you’re keeping your own score, 

Then it takes a bit of backbone, 


In this “Correspondence War! 


And there isn’t any glory—no, nor bands, 
nor night parade, 

In this special sort of “fighting” that 
I’m doing, I’m afraid. 

But it’s helping make a soldier, and a 
credit to the Corps, 

That’s the reason I’m here working 

In this “Correspondence War!” 

MILTON V. O’CONNELL, 
Lieut. U. S. M.C. R 


+ 


MARINES! 


The Regular Leatherneck’s Christmas Greeting Cards 
are now ready. These cards, with envelopes to match, 
are made up in three clever designs and must be seen 
to be appreciated. 


Price: 
$.15 each or assortment of 7 for $1.00 


Your name and address brings free sample, or see 
your Post Exchange Steward who will take your order 
or show you samples. 


O. K. NUTTER 


134 WEST 123RD STREET NEW YORK, N. Y 


y, 


COMPLIMENTS 
E. T. SHEFTALL & CO. 


SAVANNAH, GA. 


The Largest Handlers of 
Groceries and Produce on Our Market 


Don’t Forget Your Old Standby 
Liberty Merchandise Store 


Mother Gratz, Prop. 
COMPLETE STOCK OF MARINE EQUIPMENT 
Stetson Campaign Hats 
SEE ME ABOUT LOVELY HOUSES 
and Furnished Flats 
Reasonable Rents 
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Rheingold 
The Drink That Brings You 
Good Cheer 
Sold Everywhere 


Have a case sent to your home 


LIGHT OR DARK 


Special Prices to the Trade 
Rheingold Distributing Company 
932 New York Avenue N. W. 

Tel. Main 3636 


The Bank that 
makes you a 
Loan with a 


Easy to Pay 


Monthly 

Deposit 
For 12 

Months 


$10.00 


Loan 
$120 
$180 $15.00 


$240 
$300 


$20.00 
$25.00 
$360 $30.00 
$540 $45.00 
$1,200 $100.00 
$6,000 $500.00 


THE MORRIS 
PLAN BANK 


Under Supervision U. S. Treasury 


1408 H STREET N. W. 


The Yemassee Drug 
Company 
Appreciate Marines’ Trade 


THE LEATHERNECK 
IS ON SALE 


THE GAZETTE 


Major General J. A. Lejeune, 
Commandant 
Officers last commissioned in the 
grades indicated: 
Col. Wm. H. Pritchett. 
Lt. Col. Harold F. Wirgman, 
Maj. Matthew H. Kingman 
7 Hamilton M. H. Fleming. 
Evans F. Carlson 
Officers last to make number in the 
grades indicated: 
Col. Wm. H. Pritchett. 
Lt. Col. Harold F. Wirgman. 
Maj. Egbert T. Lloyd 
Capt. Hamilton M. H. Fleming 
Ist Lt. Evans F. Carlson 


MARINE CORPS CHANGES 


September 15, 1927 
No changes were 
September 16, 1927 

No changes were announced 
September 17, 1927 

Captain W. C. James, detached MB, NYd 
Charleston, S. C., to Guardia Nacional of 
Nicaragua, via 8. S. “‘Ecuador,” sailing from 
New York, N. Y., on September 24th 

Ist Lt. C. H. McCullough, detached Fifth 
Regiment, Nicaragua, to Headquarters Ma- 
rine Corps. 

Chf. Mar. Gnr. J. Diskin, detached Fifth 
Regiment, Nicaragua, to Headquarters Ma- 
rine Corps 
September 19, 1927 

No changes were 
September 20, 1927 

Major P. A. Capron, detached MB, Parris 
Island, S. C., to MB, NYd, Charleston, 8S. C 

Captain J. F. Blanton, detached MB, Par- 
ris Island, 8. C., to MB, NYd, Charleston, 
8. C 

Captain W. T. H 


announced 


announced 


Galliford, detached 


MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif., to Asiatic 
Station 
Ist Lt. C. Prichard, detached MB, NYd, 


Philadelphia, Pa., to Asiatic Station 

Chf. Mar. Gnr. J. Diskin, detached Head- 
quarters Marine Corps, Washington, D. C., 
to MB, Quantico, Va. 
September 21, 1927 

No changes were 
September 22, 1927 

Captain W. M. Radcliffe, on September 
2ith detached office of Naval Communica- 
tions, Navy Dept., Wash., D. C., to MB 
Quantico, Va. 

2nd Lt. E. G. Marks, detached MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa 
September 23, 1927 

No changes were 
September 24, 1927 

Major H. Schmidt, 
Dist. of St. Paul, St 
of the Pacific. 

Ist Lt 3 W. Atkinson, relieved from 
special temporary duty beyond the seas with 
the 3rd Brigade, China, and detached MB, 
Quantico, Va., to Dept. of the Pacific 

ist Lt. J. F. Burke, detached from duty 
as language student at the ame Tican Lega- 
tion, Tokio, Japan, to MB, NS, Cavite, P. L, 
ind ordered to Special Tempor: ws Di ity with 
the Third Brigade, China 

2nd Lt. A. G. Bliesener, detached Fifth 
Regiment, ~. aragua, to AS, ECEF, MB, 
Quantico, 
September 26, 1927 

No changes were 
September ae 1927 

Lt. Col T. Hoadley, on October 15th 
NYd, Fortamouth, N. H., to 
Haiti 


announced. 


announced 


detached Recruiting 
Paul, Minn., to Dept 


announced. 


detached ME. 
Gendarmerie d’ 
Lt. Col. H. F. Wirgman, promoted to 
Lieutenant Colonel as of September 20, 1927 
Major A. Young, detached Hdqtrs. Marine 
Wash., D. C., to Guardia Nacional 
of Nicaragua, via the 8S. S. ‘“Colombia,’ 
scheduled to sail from N. Y. on or about 
October 22nd 
Captain J. G 
detached MB 


Ward, APM, on October Ist 
Quantico, Va., to Headquar- 
ters Marine Corps, Washington, D, C 

ist Lt. J. D. Swartwout, de tached _MB 
Quantico, Va., to MB, Parris Island, S 

°nd Lt. W. J. Scheyer, on October sth de- 
tached gst Brigade, Haiti, to MB, Parris 
Island, S. C. 

Chf. Qm. Clk. H. S. Young, promoted to 
Chief Clerk as of September 
19 
September 28, 1927 

No changes were announced. 

September 29, 1927 

Major H. Schmidt, detached Headquarters 
Department of the Pacific, San Francisco, 
Calif., to MB, NYd, Puget Sound, W ashing- 


ton. 

‘aptain G. W. Spotts, detached MB, NS 
St. Thomas, V. L, to Recruiting District of 
Atlanta, Atlanta, ‘Georgia. 


Ist Lt. L. 


Olongapo, P. 


Ist Lt. F. 
“Asheville,” 
Ist Lt. W. 


tached MB, 
Thomas, V. 


ing from Hampton Roads, Va., 


October 26th 


2nd Lt. J. 


porary duty 
Brigade, 
AS, ECEF, 

Mar. Gnr. 
temporary d 
Third Brigac 
porary duty i 


China, and ordered 
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Healey, detached MB, NS, 
I., to MD, U. S. S. “Asheville.” 
S. Flack, detac hed MD, U. S. 8 
to MB, NS, Olongapo, P. I. 
E. Quaster, on October Ist de. 
Quantico, Va., to MB, NS, St. 
via U. S. “Kittery,” sail- 
on or about 


N. Hart, relieved from tem- 
beyond the seas with the Third 
to duty with 
MB, Quantico, Va. 

T. G. Lajitsch, relieved from 
uty beyond the seas with the 
je, China, and ordered to tem- 
n the Department of the Pacific. 


September 30, 1927 


No changes 


were announced, 


October 1, 1927 


No change 


Ss were announced, 


October 3, 1927 


No change 


s were announced. 


October 4, 1927 


No change 


were announced. 


October 1927 


Ist Lt. 
ment, 
ginia. 
October 6, 1 

Capt. G. 
sistant Payn 


2nd Lt. R, 
Island, 8S. C., 
Quantico, Va., 


vember l4th. 
2nd Lt. E. 


ris Island, 8S. C., to duty with AS, 


MB, Quantic 


. P. Leutze, 


Bower, 


detached Fifth Rexi- 
to MB, NYd, Norfolk, Vir- 


927 

APM, detailed as an as- 
laster effective October 1, 1927, 
Fagan, detached MB, Parris 
to duty with AS, ECEF, MB, 
to report not later than No- 


detached MB, Par- 
ECEF, 
to report not later than 


L. Pugh, Jr., 


Va., 


November 
October 7, 1927 


No change 


S were announced. 


October 8, 1927 


Col. J. C. Breckinridge, 


of his relief, 


MB, Qu: intico, Va. 


the reporting 
detached U. S. “Texas” to 
‘Authorized delay fifteen 


days en route. 


Major E. |! 
rary duty wit 
ordered to 


Captain E. J. 


i, Morse, relieved from tempo- 
h the Third Brigade, China, and 
return to MB, Quantico, Va. 
Mund, detailed as an Assist- 


ant Quartermaster. 


ist Lt. A 
porary duty 
and ordered 
Diego, Calif. 

Ist Lt. E. 
cepted to ta 


2nd Lt. J. R. 
Quantico, Va., to 


J. Burks, relieved from tem- 
with the Third Brigade, China 
to return to MCB, NOB, San 


A. Poe, Jr., ac- 
ke effect’ October 20, 1927 

Lanigan, detached MB, 
MB, NYd, Washington, 


Chf. Mar. Gnr. F. F. Puttcamer, detached 


First Brigade, 
via U. 8S. 8. 
frqm Port au Prince, 


vember 2nd. 


Haiti, to _MB, Quantico, Va., 
“Kittery,” scheduled to sail 
Hs ‘itt on or about No- 


October 10, 1927 


No change 


Ss were announced. 


October 11, 1927 


Capt. W. 
ver, N. J., t 


via U. 8. 8. 
Hampton 


from 


Sweet, detached MB, 


NAD, Do- 
o MB, NS, St. Thomas, V. I., 
“Kittery,’’ scheduled to sail 

Roads, Va., on or about 


October 26, 1927. 


Ist Lt, G. 
ing District 
NOB, 

ist Lt. T. 


detached Seventh Regime nt, 
Reserve, New 
Nicaragua. 


ment, 
2nd Lt. 


detached MI 
NOB, 


to MB, 
2nd Lt. P 


Pensacola, F 


cifie 

2nd Lt. D. 
San Diego, 
bor, = 

The follow 
ordered fror 
special temp« 
the Third Ff 
via the U. S. 


sail from San Francisco, 


November 


2nd Lt. A. 
2nd Lt. L. 


Diego, Calif, 
2nd Lt. L. 
York, N. Y. 
2nd Lt. N 

a ¢ 


Calif., to MB, 


Capt. R. L. 
if. 


D. Hamilton, detached Recruit- 
Chicago, Chicago, lll., to MB, 
H 


Pearl Harbor, T. 


J. Kilcourse, “on October 24th, 
Marine Corps 
York, N. Y., to Fifth Regi- 


F. Narum, on November Ist 
3, NYd, Puget Sound, Wash., 
Pearl Harbor, T. H. 

A. Shiebler, detached NAD, 
la., to Department of the Pa- 


G. Willis, detached MCB, NOB, 
NOB, Pearl Har- 


ing-named officers have been 
m the stations indicated to 
ywrary duty beyond the seas with 
Marine Corps, China, 


“alif., on or about 
1927: 
lams, MCB, NOB, San Diego, 
N. Coffman, MCB, NOB, San 
S. Crawford, MB, NTS, New- 


S. Davis, MB, Parris Island, 


L. Gardner, MB, Quantico, Va 
Cc. Goudeau, MB, Parris Island, 


R. Griebel, MCB, NOB, San 
R. Henderson, MB, NYd, New 


H. Nelson, MB, Parris Island, 


N 
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port, R. L Oct.; 
Ind lt. Chark 
S. Arriv: 
rive 
8. C. San I 
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November, 1927 


2nd Lt. E. T. Peters, MCB, NOB, San 

Diego, Calif. 

2 Lt. P. P. Schrider, MB. Quantico. Va 
®nd Lt. L. H. Utz, MCB, NOB, San Diego, 
Calif. 

Getober 12, 1927 
Captain J. W. Brewster, detached MD, 

U. Ss. S. “Pittsburgh,’’ to Department of the 


ist Lt. F. S. Chappelle, detached MB, 
_— co, Va., to duty on the Staff of the 
american High Commissioner, Port au 
Prince, Haiti, via the U. S. S. ‘Kittery,’ 
scheduled to sail from Hampton Roads, Va. . 
on or about October 26, 1927 

ist Lt. H. R. Huff, detached First Bri- 
gade, Haiti, to MB, Parris Island, S. C 

lst Lt. H. A. Riekers, detached MB, NS, 
st. Tho 9 Vv. L, to MB, NOB, Hampton 


2nd Lt. ww. M. Mitchell, detached MB, NS, 
St. Thomas, V. L, to MB, NS, New Orleans, 


QM Clk. G, Lentz, appointed a quarter- 
master clerk and assigned to duty at MB, 
Parris Island, S. C. 

QM Clk. J. L. Watkins, detached MB, 
Quantico, Va., to First Brigade, Haiti, via 
the U. S. S. “Kittery,’’ scheduled to sail 
from Hampton Roads, Va., on or about 
October 26th. 


NAVAL ORDERS OF INTEREST TO 
MARINES 


Comdr. Joseph T. Casey (CHC) Det, Rec. 
Ship, N. Y., to Marine Bks., Quantico, Va. 

Lieut. Max Silverman (MC), Det. Marine 
Expeditionary Brigade, Managua, Nicaragua; 
to Rec. Barracks, Hampton Roads, Va. 

Lieut. Alfred L. Gaithor (MC), Det. Ma- 
rine Expeditionary Brigade, Managua, Nica- 
ragua; to Marine Bks., Quantico, Va. 

Lieut. DeWitt T. Hunter (MC), Det. from 
all duty; to duty Marine Expeditionary Bri- 
gade, Managua, Nicaragua. 

Lieut. Ernest F. Slater (MC), Det. Marine 
Expeditionary Brigade, Managua, Nicaragua; 
to Marine Bks., Quantico, Va 

Lt. Comdr, Rosco M. Taterhouse (MC), 
Det. U. S. S. “Mississippi; to Marine Retg. 
Sta., New York. 

Lieut. Royal A. McCune (MC), Det. all 
duty with 5th Regiment, U. S. Marines; to 
treatment, Nav. Hosp., New York. 

Lieut. Charles G. Terrell (MC), Det. from 
all duty; to Marine Expeditionary Brigade, 
Managua, Nicaragua. 

Lieut. Raymond D. Reid (DC), Det. Marine 
Expeditionary Brigade, Managua, Nicaragua; 
to Marine Bks., Quantico, Va 

Lieut. (JG) John F. Luten (MC), from 
’. S. S. “Eleano’’ to 4th Regiment U. S. 
Marines. 

Lieut. (JG) Wadsworth C. C. Trojakowski 
(DC), Det. all duty; to duty Marine Expedi- 
tionary Brigade, Managua, Nicaragua. 

Lieut. Dow H, Nicholson (CEC), Det. Ma- 
rine Bks., Parris Island, S. C.; to Navy Yard, 
Norfolk, Va. 

Lieut. Rufus C. Harding (CEC), Det. Office 
of Engineer in Chief, Port au Prince, Haiti; 
to Marine Bks., Parris Island, S. C. 


NAVAL TRANSPORTS 

CHAUMONT—Arrived Manila 4 October. 
Temporarily assigned to the Asiatic Fleet. 

HENDERSON—Arrived Shanghai 6 Oc- 
tober. Will leave Shanghai about 15 October 
on the following itinerary: Arrive Manila 19 
October, leave 1 November; arrive Guam 
8 November, leave 8 November: arrive Hono- 
lulu 20 Nov., leave 22 November; arrive San 
Francisco 30 November. 

KITTERY—Arrived Norfolk Yard 4 Oc- 
tober. Will leave Hampton Roads 26 Oc- 
tober for the West Indies on the following 
itinerary: Arrive Guantanamo 31 Oct., leave 
1 November; arrive Port au Prince 2 Nov., 
leave 3 Nov.; arrive Cape Haitien 4 Nov., 
leave 5 Nov.; arrive San Juan 7 Nov., leave 
7 Nov.; arrive St. Thomas 8 Nov., leave 8 
Nov.; arrive Hampton Roads 13 November. 
Will leave Hampton Roads 30 November for 
Cape Haitien, Port au Prince and Guanta- 
namo. 

NITRO—Arrived Iona Island 4 October. 
Scheduled to leave Iona Island 10 October 
and arrive Hampton Roads 11 October. Will 
leave Hampton Roads about 1 Nov. for the 
West Coast. 

RAMAPO—Arrived San Pedro 27 Septem- 
ber. Will leave San Pedro about 12 Oc- 
tober for Puget Sound, arrive Puget Sound 
17 Oct.; leave 19 Oct., arrive San Pedro 24 
Oct.; leave San Pedro about 26 October for 
Charleston, S. C., on the following itinerary: 
Arrive Canal Zone 7 Nov., leave 9 Nov.; ar- 
rive Charleston 16 Nov., leave 29 Nov.: ar- 
rive Canal Zone 6 Dec., leave 8 Dee ; arrive 
San Pedro 20 Dec. 

SALINAS—Sailed Charleston Light Ship 9 
October for Melville Due Melville 11 Oct., 
leave 13 Oct.; arrive New York 14 October 
for overhaul. 
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A HOMEY HOTEL IN THE HEART 
- OF NEW YORK 


rue New Flander 


47th to 48th STREET ow EAST OF BROADWAY 


One of the finest hotels 


in TIMES SQUARE 


Single Rooms with Running Water $2.00 

\ Double Rooms with Running Water $3.00 
Single Rooms with Bath .... . $2.50 
~. Double Rooms with Bath ..... $3.50 


Special Weekly Rates 
F. W. BIZEL, Resident Manager 


§o near the Ocean its called. 


Co moder i in equi ent and 
well conducted it 
| one of the Worlds finest Hotels 


glenn iy te 


“Speaking of a Mixer” 


Renz Dry Ginger Ale 


Renz Beverage Co., Washington, D. C. 


JOHN T. RONAN & CO., INC. 


Fruits and Vegetables 
SAVANNAH, GEORGIA 
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Forty-six 


LEAN your rifie’s or pistol’s bore 
/ with Hoppe’s No. 9. Shines it 
bright as new—prevents RUST. 
Contains no abrasive. Not made 
with acids. Maintains best shoot- 
ing and inspection condition, saves 
you work. Long recommended by 
U.S. War Dept., and by former 
shooting nstructor U.S. Marines. 
By government test pronounced 
unfailing preventive of after cor- 
rosion. Al the Post Exchange. 


FRANK A. HOPPE, Inc. 


Send 10c in 
Phila., Pa. 


stamps for sample 2319 N. 8th St., 


At Post Exchange 
Quantico, Va. 


Washington 
Baltimore 


Service, Dress and 
Sports Shoes 


Men's Women's 
Children’s 


The Marines 
Insurance 
Counsellor 
And Adviser 


Harry Hollander 


Capt. U. S. M. C. R. 


55 John Street 
Bowling Green 3100 
New York City 


ALL LINES OF INSURANCE 
ALL PARTS OF THE WORLD 


MODEL LUNCH 


Best Meals in Southeast 


SERVICE TO 
SERVICE MEN 


OPEN 
ALL NIGHT 


Opposite Marine Barracks 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 
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SAPELO—Arrived Norfolk Yard 4 October. 
Will leave Hampton Roads 10 October; ar- 
rive Port Arthur 17 Oct., leave 19 Oct.; ar- 
rive Charleston 25 October. 

SIRIUS—Sailed Mare Island 7 October for 
Puget Sound. Due Puget Sound 11 October. 
Will leave Bremerton 14 October; arrive 
Mare Island 18 Uct., leave 26 Oct.; arrive 
San Pedro 28 Oct., leave 28 Oct.; arrive San 
Diego 29 Oct., leave 31 Oct.; arrive Balboa, 
Cc. Z., 13 Nov., leave 14 Nov.; arrive Coco 
Solo, C. Z., 14 Nov., leave 15 Nov.; arrive 
Hampton Koads 24 Nov., leave 8 Dec.; ar- 
rive Philadelphia 9 Dec., leave 15 Dec.; ar- 
rive New York 16 Dec., leave 27 Dec. 

VEGA—Sailed Pensacola 7 October for 
Norfolk. Due 11 Oct. Will leave Hampton 
Roads 22 October on the following tentative 
itine rary: Arrive Philadelphia 23 Oct., leave 
27 Oct.; arrive Norfolk 28 Uct., leave 7 Nov.; 
arrive Boston 8 Nov., leave 11 Nov.; airive 
Hampton Roads 14 Nov. 

BRAZOS—Arrived Boston Navy Yard 12 
August for overhaul. Date of completion 14 
October. 

BRLIDGE—Arrived Hampton Roads 31 Au- 
gust Will base on Hampton Roads during 
months of September and October. 

ARCTIC—Arrived Mare Island 3 Oct. Will 
leave Mare Island 15 Oct.; arrive San Pedro 


Area 17 Oct., leave 23 Oct.; arrive Mare 
Island 27 Uect., leave 6 Nov.; 7-11 Nov., en 
route to San Francisco; 12-17 Nov., en route 


to San Diego; 18-25 Nov. en route San Pe- 
dro; 26-30 Nov., en route to Mare Island. 

CUYAMA—Arrived Bremerton 29 Sept. 
Scheduled to leave Bremerton 3 Oct.; ar- 
rive San Pedro 8 Oct., leave 8 Oct.; arrive 
San: Diego 9 Oct., leave 19 Oct.; arrive San 
Pedro 20 Oct., leave 20 Oct.; arrive Navy 
Yard, Puget Sound 25 Oct. On 31 October 
will report to Comdt. Navy Yard, Puget 
Sound, for Navy Yard overhaul, beginning 
1 November. 

KANAWHA—At Navy Yard, Puget Sound, 
under overhaul until 15 Oct. About 17 Oct. 
will proceed to San Francisco to load am- 
munition and stores. On completion of load- 
ing on or about 22 Oct., will proceed to San 
Pedro to load cargo of fuel for transporta- 
tion to the Canal Zone. 1-5 Nov. en route to 
Canal Zone; 6-8 Nov., at Canal Zone; 9-21 
Nov., en route to San Pedro; 22-30 Nov., 
San Pedr -San Diego Area, 

NECHES—Arrived San Diego 25 Sept. 
Scheduled to leave San Pedro Area 3 Oct.; 
arrive Puget Sound 8 Oct., leave 12 Oct.; ar- 
rive San Pedro 17 OUct.; 1-24 Nov., at San 
Diego; 25 Nov., en route to San Pedro; 26-30 
Nov., en route “to Canal Zone. 

PECOS—Sailed Manila 6 Oct. 
Kong. 


for Hong 


TENTATIVE SAILINGS 


KITTERY—From Hampton Roads to West 
Indies, 26 October. 

NITRO—From Iona Island 
Roads, 10 October. 

NITRO—From Hampton Roads to West 
Coast, 1 November. 

RAMAPO—From San Pedro to 
Sound and return, 12 October, 

RAMAPO—From San Pedro to Charleston, 
S. C., 26 October. 

SALIN AS—From Guantanamo to Melville, 
R. L, via Port Arthur, 27 September 

SAPELO—From Hampton Roads to 
Charleston, S. C., via Port Arthur, 10 Oc- 
tober. 

VEGA—From Norfolk to Boston via Phila- 
delphia and New York, 22 October. 

VEGA—From Boston to Norfolk, 11 No- 
vember. 


to Hampton 


Puget 


DEATHS 


HILL, Charles S., Col., died September 6, 
1927, at Shanghai, China. Next of kin: 
Mrs. Carolyn T. Hill, wife, 777 “B’’ Street, 
Coronado, California. 

SPLITTGERBER, Paul C., Sgt., 
tember 1, 1927, at Matagalpa, 
Next of kin: None. 

BAL DWILN, Walter C., Pvt., died September 

1927, at Parris Island. S. C. Next of 
kin Mrs. Lena C. Baldwin, mother, Shir- 
ley Hill House, Shirley Hill, Manchester, 


died Sep- 
Nicaragua 


N. H. 
QUELLHORST, Eric D., Pvt. Icl., died Sep- 
tember 6, 1927, of disease at Jic aro, Nica- 


ragua. Next of kin: Mrs. Mabel Frevert, 
mother, No. 7 No. Walnut Street, New 
Bremen, Ohio. 


RUSSELL, Lenton C., Pvt., killed in action 
September 19, 1927. at Telpaneca. Nica- 
ragua. Next of kin: Albert 8S. Russell, 
father, Tinela, Alabama. 

GLASER, James S., Pvt., died September 
19, 1927, of wounds received in action at 
Telpaneca, Nicaragua. Next of kin: Steven 
Glaser, father, R. F. D. No. 2, Disputanta, 


Virginia. 
WOOLUM, Lucas M., Pvt., 


accidentally 


November, 1927 


electrocuted September 26, 1927, at Parris 
Island, S. C. Next of kin: Warner My. 
Woolum, father, Whiteland, Indiana. 

HALPIN, James, Pvt., died a 26, 
1927, at Parris Islan S. C., of drowning. 
Next of kin: None. 

FISCHL, Arnold, QM-Sgt., retired, died July 
27, 1927, of disease, at Carville, Louisiana, 
Next of kin: None. 

LINVILLE, Eugene, Pvt., F. M. C. R., in. 
active, died April 18, 1927, at Akron, Ohio, 
Next of kin: Mrs. Herrit R. Strother, 
om 421 High Street, Clarksburg, 


FENTON, John J., Ist-Sgt., U. S. M. R., 
inactive, died August Dd, 1927, of Ne ase, 
at Ft. Steilacoom, Wn. Next of kin: Mrs. 
Gwendoline Fenton, wife, 2001 28th Ave. 
West, Seattle, Wash. 


RECENT GRADUATES OF THE MARINE 
CORPS INSTITUTE 


Captain Herbert J. Hardy—Spanish. 

Ist Lieutenant Edward S. Shaw—Spanish. 

2nd Lieutenant Raymond A. Anderson— 
Spanish. 

2nd Lieutenant Samuel K. Bird—Book- 
keeping and Accounting. 

2nd Lieutenant Harold D. Harris—Spanish, 

QM. Sergeant Louis Greenburg—Good Eng- 
lish 


Sergeant Emile Daigle—Automobile Me- 


chanics. 
Corporal John D. Long—Railway Postal 
Clerk. 
( poe Roy M. Alexander—Railway Pos- 
tal Cl 


John Morgan—Radio. 
Corporal John G. Munson—Railway Postal 


Clerk. 
William H. Schwab—General 


Corporal 
Clerical. 
Corporal Jacob M. Sonsteng—Complete Au- 
tomobile. 
Private ist Class David Karpf—Railway 
Postal Clerk. 
Private lst Class Walter J. Wells—General 
Clerical. 
- Major Thomas 8. 
Ist Lieutenant Frederick S. 
Spanish. 
lst Lieutenant Donald G. 
mercial Correspondence. 
Sergeant Emile Daigle—Good English. 
Sergeant John F. Grogan—High School 
Mathematics. 
Sergeant Robert C. Hoffman—Radio. 
Sergeant Ralph McCallum—Bookkeeping 
and Accounting. 
Corporal John 
Electrical Shop. 
Corporal James Q. Jewett, Traffic Manage- 
ment. 
Corporal Monty W. Kennedy—Railway Pos- 
tal Clerk. 
Corporal 


Clark—Spanish. 
Chappelle— 


Oglesby—Com- 


Adams—Mechanical and 


Aiva B. Lasswell—Accountancy. 


Corporal John A. Long—Railway Postal 
Clerk. 
Corporal Cecil J. Rogers—Railway Postal 


Clerk. 

Corporal Jefferson A. Sissel—Railway Pos- 
tal Clerk. 

Private First Class George C. Bruce—Prac- 
tical Telephony. 

Private First Class Herman E. Osborne— 
CS. General Clerical. 

Private Lee G, Bell—Railway Postal Clerk. 

Private Raymond E. Bergstrom—Railway 
Postal Clerk. 

Private Looney C. Bond—Railway 
Clerk 

Private Elden F. 
Clerk. 


Postal 
Curtis—Railway Postal 


Private Harold A. Dorn—Mathematics and 
Physics for Civil Engineers. 


Private William C. Hendricks—Railway 
Postal Clerk. 
Private Robert M. Henry—Railway Postal 


Clerk. 


Private St. Elmo Hollomon—Automobile 
Salesmanship. 

Private Peter G. May—Railway Postal 
Clerk. 

Private William R. Robinson— Railway 
Postal Clerk. 

Private Josophat St. Germain—Poultry 
Breeding. 


Private James P. Swofford—Railway Pos- 
tal Clerk. 

— Emory G. Warren—Railway Postal 
Clerk. 

Private John A. Williams—Salesmanship 
_ Private Dan Borbas—Electrical Engineer- 
ing. 

Private Herbert J. Day—Special Poultry. 
Mike Gordon—Complete Avtomo- 

e. 


Private John C. Hopper—Mason’s Special. 


Private Benjamin F. Kelly—Radio. 

Paul Long—Railway Postal Clerk. 
May—General Clerical. 

L. Sargent—Railway 


Private 
Private Peter G. 
Private Lawrence 
Postal Clerk 


ay 
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| REENLISTMENTS 


Smith, Abraham V., at Puget Sound, 8-19-27, 
for MB, Puget Sound. 

McCormick, John L., at Quantico, 8-27-27, 
for MB, Quantico. 

Butler, Russell, at Philadelphia, 8-13-27, for 
MB, Parris Island. 

Ferguson, James D., at Boston, 8-15-27, for 
MB, Newport, R. I. 

Van Lone, George, at Washington, 8-13-27, 
for MB, NY, Washington. 

Patrick, Leslie E., at Washington, 8-11-27, 
for Hdqts. Washington. 

Sowder, Ether R., at Cincinnati, 8-10-27, for 
MB, Quantico. 

Barton, Carlton W., Jr., at Atlanta, 8-10-27, 
for MB, Parris Island. 

Pickering, Ray W., at New York, 8-12-27, for 
MB, New York. 

Livingston, George, at Quantico, S-10-27, for 
MB, Quantico. 

Snyder, Harry C., at Parris Island, 8-7-27, 
for MB, Parris Island. 

Miotke, Leo L., at Detroit, $-9-27, for HR, 
West Coast. 

Morgan, Harry, at Parris Island, 8-4-27, for 
MB, Parris Island. 

Johnson, Veryl D., at Pittsburgh, 8-12-27, for 
Hr., for Haiti. 

Boyd, David, at Detroit, 8-11-27, for Retg., 
Detroit. 

Carper, Charles W., at Omaha, 8-11-27, for 
MB, San Diego. 

Holzer, John E., St. Paul, 8-12-27, for Retg., 
St. Paul. 

Wallace, Thomas J., at Dallas, 8-10-27, for 
MB, San Diego. 

Weatherford, John G., at Atlanta, 8-13-27, 
for APM, Atlanta. 

Mace, John W., at Mare Island, 8-8-27, for 
MB, Mare Island. 

Smith, Robert A., Mare Island, 8-8-27, MB, 
Mare Island. 

Doyle, Michael, at Akron, 8-15-27, for MB, 
Parris Island. 

Irwin, Charles A., at New Orleans, 8-13-27, 
for MB, Parris Island . 

Curtin, Charles D., at San Diego, 8-8-27, for 
MB, San Diego. 

Hill, Felix W., at New York, 8-16-27, for 
MB, New York, 

Eteinsdoerfer, Joseph G., Parris Island, 
8-13-27, for MB, Parris Island. 

Seiler, Lawrence H., at Boston, 7-26-27, for 
R, Wakefield. 

Schillenkamp, Anton F., at Philadelphia, 
7-6-27, for HR, for West Coast. 

White, Horace G., at New York, 7-6-27, for 
West Coast. 

Kinsman, William R., at Norfolk, 7-5-27, for 
MB, Norfolk. 

Kelsey, Fred H., at Washington, 7-14-27, for 
MB, Quantico. 

Thompson, Elzie, at Washington, 7-14-27, for 
Retg., New Orleans. 

Honyuse, Spencer, at Buffalo, 7-18-27, for 
MB, Parris Island. 
Sutherland, Kenneth A., at Washington, 
7-18-27, for MB, NY, Washington. 
Keane, Douglas, at San Diego, 7-12-27, for 
MB, San Diego. 

Kueber, Barney C., at Seattle, 7-13-27, for 
MB, San Diego. 

MeGeachy, Ray E., at San Diego, 7-13-27, 
for MB, San Diego. 

Guilmet, Oliver A., at Quantico, 7-17-27, for 
RR, Quantico. 

Whitmarsh, Walter L., at Parris Island, 
7-14-27, for MB, Parris Island, 

Yahn, Bernard A., at Quantico, 7-17-27, for 
MB, Quantico. 

Searl, George L., at Davenport, 6-29-27, for 
Retg., Davenport. 

Black, Jere, at San Diego, 6-27-27, for MB, 
San Diego. 

Fenyko, Andy, at Indian Head, 7-1-27, for 
MB, Indian Head. 

Brady, Gerald F., at Quantico, 7-2-27, for 
MB, Quantico 

Cornell, John E., at Washington, 7-20-27, for 
HR, Virgin Islands. 

Reiman, Arthur B., at New York, 7-19-27, 
for MB, Hampton Roads. 

Harper, James E., Jr., at Quantico, 7-20-27, 
for MB, Quantico. 

Johnson, Ellis J., at Pensacola, 7-19-27, for 
MB, Pensacola. 

Glass, Orin, at New York, 8-2-27, for Retg., 
Philadelphia. 

Grets, Bennie, at Quantico, 8-4-27, for MB, 
Quantico. 

Marchman, Earnest D., at Parris Island, 
8-2-27, for MB, Parris Island. 

McDougal, Charles, at Washington, 8-10-27, 
for Hdqts., Washington. 

Maness, Fred C., at Greensboro, 8-8-27, for 
Retg., Charlotte. 

Haughawout, Jacob V., at Norfolk, 8-8-27, 
for MB, Philadelphia. 


CAN 


w 


Buy a Better Smoke 


Pinkussohn’s 
Potpourri 


WILL MAKE A FRIEND OF YOU 
IT’S “A PERFECT PIPE PLEASURE” 


TRY IT 


J. S. PINKUSSOHN CIGAR CO. 
SAVANNAH, GA. 


> 27 
November, 1927 THE IEATHERNECK Forty-seven 


= 
S 

HOTEL SAVANNAH 

CHAS. G. DAY, General Manager 
SAVANNAH, GA. 
Headquarters for Visiting Marines 
European Plan Fireproof 
300 Rooms 

Modern Coffee Shop—Open All Hours 
Va 
\ 


THE CASSELS COMPANY 


Wholesale Commission Merchants 
Fruits and Produce 


SAVANNAH, GEORGIA 
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BARR’S 
MARINE 
RING 


Write fo 
Our Large Any Birth Stone 
escriptive 10 own 
Come | $42 $5 Month 
Price List 


Mention rating, station (or ship), 
expiration of enlistment, birthstone 
Can be sent C. O. D. to 
In- 
itial or lodge emblem encrusted 


and size. 
any money order post office. 


in stone, $5 extra. 


208 Granby St., Norfolk, Va. 


14-K. SOLID GOLD! 


ORDER BY MAIL 


H. BARRo 
astelber?’s 


ONLY AUTHORIZED 


Harley-Davidson 


DEALER 
IN WASHINGTON, D. C. 
Deal direct with factory 
representatives 
New and used 
Harley-Davidsons 
on hand at all times. 


See our new 1928 model 


Good used Harley 
as $35.00 


EASY TERMS 


H. Addison Bowie 
627 H STREET, 
PHONE MAIN 278 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


s as low 


JAMES E. DEMENT 


Cigars and Tobacco 

Stationery, Periodicals, 

Toys, School Supplies and 
Sporting Goods 


751 8th St. S. E. Washington, D. C. 


Phone Lincoln 7288 


Novelties, 
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Stewart W., at Cleveland, 7-26-27, 


Cleveland. 


Morris, 
for Retg., 


Ryan, Joseph V., at Philadelphia, 7-25-27, 
MB, Philadelphia. 

McCoy, Lillard N., at Baltimore, 7-13-27, for 
MB, Charleston, W. Va. . 


Bruno, George J., at Washington, 9-21-27, for 


MB, Charleston, W. Va. 
Manning, Hubbard C., at Detroit, 9-21-27, for 
MB, New Orleans, La. 


9-20-27 


, HR., 


9-20-27, 


Zorman, Frank, at 
for West Coast. 

Arbogast, Owen, at Parris 
for MB, Parris Island. 

Arnold, John G., at Parris Island, 
MB, Parris Island 


Chicago, 
Island, 


9-20-27, for 


Hensley, Lewis V., at Tientsin, China, $-12- 
27, for Tientsin, China. 

Hossman, Albert F., at Shanghai, China, 
8-16 , for 4th Regt., China. 

McLeod, Fred B., at Quantico, 9-22-27, for 
MFF, Quantico. 

Colbert, Patrick J., at Boston, 9-26-27, for 
Retg., Boston 

Ganzel, Lloyd D., at Boston, 9-24-27, for 
Rtcg., Boston. 

Sanford, Murray D., at Detroit, 9-23-27, for 


MB, Parris Island 

Ebright, Miller, at New Orleans, 9-26-27, for 

Retg., New Orleans. 

Joseph D., at Washington, 9-25-27, 

for Hdqrs., Washington 

Tekelberg, Roger B., at Worchester, 9-22-27, 
for MB, Parris Island 

Barngrover, James W., at Cincinnati, 
for Retg., Cincinnati. 


Mudd, 


9-23-27, 


Cox, Joseph C., at Kansas City, 9-22-27, for 
MB, Quantico. 

Keller, Herman O. A., at Vallejo, 9-20-27, 
for MB, Mare Island. 

Hardman, Fred L., at New York, 9-26-27, 

t, for West Coast. 

Rosko, Tony, at New York, 9-26-27, for MB, 
New York 

Gara, John E., at New York, 9-22-27, HR, 
for Haiti 

Levey, James, at Washington, 9-21-27, MB, 
Quantico 

McDonald, John, at Washington, 9-23-27, 
Hdqrs., Washington. 

Maffiotte, Henry, at New York, 9-22-27, for 


MB, Quantico 
Jordon, W. A., Kansas 
Hdars Washington. 
Twohig, Jermiah, at San Diego, 
MB, San Diego 


City, 6-28-27, for 


6-23-27, for 


Prieb, Louie R., at Philadelphia, 6-21-27, for 
ir., for West Coast. 
Millett, Floyd W., at Chicago, 6-20-27, for 


MB, Parris Island. 
Brown, Willard, at St. 
M Parris Island. 
Furey, George S., at Portsmouth, 
MB, Portsmouth. 
Olaguex, August A., at Puget Sound, 8-22-27 
for MB, San Diego 
Gilson, Allan J., at Philadelphia, 


Louis, 9-26-27, for 


9-5-27, for 


9-6-27, for 


Dep. Philadelphia 

Konope, Frank J., at Cleveland, 9-3-27, for 
MB, Parris Island. 

Nissen, Charles, at New York, $-3-27, HR, 


West Coast 


Santelmann, William F. H., at Washington, 


9-5-27, for Marine Band, 
w hitmire Emmett A., at Cumberland, §8-31- 
27, for MB, New York. 


Tillman C., at Greenville, 9-3-27, for 
B. Parris Island 
Murland M., at Los 
San Diego. 


Wilbur, 
M 


Brown, Angeles, 9-2-27, 


Eben, Arthur B., at Portland, 9$-1-27, for 
Retg., Portland. 

Malley, Autin, at San Francisco, 8-31-27, 
for MB, San Diego 


Rosewaine, John B., at Seattle, 8-29-27, for 
MB, San Diego. 

Elnblade, Ralph C., at 
9-2-27, for MB, San 

Schnieder, Monty, at Puget 
for ‘MB, Puget Sound 

Donnelly, John, at Milwaukee, 
for West Coast 

Kidwell, Charles O., Jr., at 

-27, for MB, Quantico, 


Nas. San 
Diego 
Sound, 


Diego, 


8-27-27, 


7-18-27, HR, 


Indianapolis, 


Miller, Ralp at Indianapolis, 7-19-27, 
Parris Island. 

Fraser, John D., at Detroit, 7-15-27, for 
MB, New York. 

Brown, Thomas C., at Houston, 7-14-27, for 
MB, San Diego. 

Cason, Olly A., at New Orleans, 7-15-27, for 
MB, New Orleans. 

Duke, Jesse D., at San Diego, 7-12-27, for 
MB, San Diego 

Vail, Albert Joseph, at Hartford, 7-29-27, for 
ERD, Philadelphia 

Citrini, Nick, at Quantico, 8-30-27, for MB, 


Quantico, Va. 
Haurtman, Carl, at S, Charleston, 
So. Charleston, W. Va. 
Santmyre Wilson R., at 
for RR, Wakefield 
Kersten, Carl G., at Chicago, 
MB, Parris Island. 
Allison, Rufus R., at Nashville, 7-2 
for San Diego. 


8-29-27. for 


Boston, 7-22-27, 
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Butt, Charles R., at St. Juliens Creek, 7-22- 
27, for MB, St. Juliens Creek. 

Hendricks, Robert G., at Washington, 7-22. 
27, for Hdars., Washington. 


Holmes, James, at Kansas City, 7-23-27, MB. 
Parris Island. 
Ethridge, George D., at Mobile, 7-23-27, MB, 


Parris Island. 
Peterson, William C. A... San Diego, 
for MB, NAS, San Diego. 
Mattson, Edward M., ‘at Indianapolis, 7-9-27, 
for Rtcg., ¢ *hics Ago. 

Peterson, Conrad P., at San Francisco, 7-2. 
27, for DQM, San Francisco, 

Pierce, Franklin, at Fresno, 7-6-27, for MB, 
San Diego. 

Zehman, Frank F., at San Francisco, 7-2-27, 
for AA&I, San Francisco. 

Grenard, Jack C., at Mare Island, 7-2-27, 
for MB, Mare Island, 
Hartman, Floyd E., at Norfolk, 

MB, Quantico. 
Nepolello, Michael J., at Pittsburgh, 
for MB, Parris Island 
Hodgson, George E., at Philadelphia, 
for MB, New London, Conn 
Uhliman, Alban H., at Quantico, 
MB, Quantico. 
at Buffalo, 7-6-27, for MB, 


7-18-27, 


7-9-27, for 
7-11-27 
7-11-27, 
7-10-27, for 


James A., 

Quantico. 

Landry, Frederick A., at Philadelphia, 7-7- 
27, for Retg., Philade Iphia 

Nickle, Thomas E. D., at Buffalo, 7-6-27, 
for MFF, Quantico. 

Stringer, Roy, Jr., at Philadelphia, 7-7-27, 

for Dep. Philadelphia. 


Kane, 


Frazier, Herbert L., at Atlanta, 7-6-27, for 
Parris Island. 
Suess, George A., at Chicago, 7-2-27, HR 


for West Coast. 
Bratcher, Howard R., at New 
27. for MB, New London 
Blundell, Joseph D., at Washington, 
for MB, New Y 
Bouchard, Ernest N., at 
HR, for West Coast 
Spencer, Kenneth ©., at 
for MB, Quantico 
Harwell, John T., at Chattanooga, 6-9-27 
for MB, Parris Island. 

Smith, John F., at- MB, NY, Washington, 
7-1-27, for MB, NY, Washington 
Spader, Samuel A., at Norfolk, 6-30-27, for 

MB, Norfolk. 

George E., at Washington, 

Hdars., Washington 

Bicknell, Erving K., at San Francisco, 6-21- 
27, for Retg., San Francisco. 

Floote. Lee L., at Seattle, 6-18-27, 
San Diego. 

Goodin, Claud R., at Los 
for MB, San Diego. 

Richards, Alfred, Jr., at San 

6-21-27, for MB, San Diego. 

Elbert B.. at Washington, 

Washington. 

. Eugene M., at Philadelphia, 

for MB, Quantico. 

at Omaha, 9-9-27, for MB, 


London, 7-1- 
New York, 7-1-27, 


Cleveland, 7-1-27, 


Myer, 6-27-27, for 


for MB, 
Angeles, 6-20-27, 
Francisco, 
Jones, 9-12-27, 


9-10-27, 


Mong, Harry R., 
*arris Island, 

Moore. Lacev. at Vallejo, 8-26-27, for MB, 
Mare Island. 

Banish, John L., at Philadelphia, 8-16-27, 
for MB, Quantico. 

Muscarello, Angelo J.. at Boston, -16-27, 


for Retg., New York. 
8-15-27, for 


Moore, George T., at Detroit, 
Retg., Kansas City. 

Haees, Peter Anthony, at Wash., D. C., 
&-3-27, for Marine Band, Wash 


Wiltshire, John Carroll, at Wash., D. C,, 
8-3-27, for MB, Quantico. 
Pittenger awrence L., at Los 
-22 for MCB, San Diego. 
weahe w J., at Spokane, 7-25-27, for 
Rete., Seattle, Wash. 
Smith, James, at Mare Island, 7-22-27, for 
MB, Mare Island. = 
Freeman, William E., at ee, 7-13- 
27, HR, for West Coast 
Popson, Stephen M., at Buff: ilo, 


Angeles, 


Y ouns. 


10-11-27 


for MB, Parris Island n 
Larsen, Alf., at Kansas City, 7-9-27, for 
MB, San Diego. 
Hockenbe rry, Robt. E., at Pittsburgh, 8-30- 
27, for MB, Portsmouth, 


Walker. Theodore R., at Detroit, 8-27-27, for 
MB, Quantica, Va. 
Christopher Wm., at Chicago, 8-29- 


Bauman, 
27, for Hampton Roads, Va 
Venohr, Otto, at San Francisco, 6-22-27, for 
MB, San Diego 
Cohen, Frank J., at Mare Island, 6-21-27, 
for MB, Mare Island, a 
Harris, James J., at Philadelphia, 6-27-2%, 
for MB, Quantico. 
Holstine, Otieh, at Houston, 6-25-27, for 
Retg., Houston. 
Howard, Thomas, U.S. S. “Chaumont, 
5-28-27. for 3rd Brigade Marine i 
Perkins, Cecil, at MB, Quantico, 6-27-27, fer 
Nolte, Herman F.. at Washington, 6-29-2/, 
for Hdqrs., Washington 
Sturgis, Harry B. .at Washington, 6-29-2/ 


for Hdqrs., Washington. 
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THE QUESTION BOX 


Bulletin No. 24 


Commanding Officer, Yorktown, Va.: 
Regulations thus far issued prescribe 
the new cotton shirt for use with roll 
collar service coats. Information is re- 
quested if these shirts may be prescribed 
in lieu of flannel shirts, for officers or 
enlisted men, or both, when worn with- 
out coats, and whether orders to such 
effect are contemplated being issued ? 

Ans.: In adopting roll collar service 
coats, it was intended that the coat 
should, as a rule, be worn, but when it 
may be desirable to prescribe the shirt 
instead, either the flannel or cotton shirt 
may be worn. The field scarf will be 
worn with or without the coat. This 
will be covered in a forthcoming change 
in Uniform Regulations, and applies to 
both officers and enlisted men. 

Sergeant, Nicaragua: (a) Paragraph 
17-63, Marine Corps Manual, states that 
non-commissioned officers in the grades 
of staff sergeant and above should be is- 
sued a haversack, N. C. Staff in lieu of 
the haversack and pack carrier. Will a 
future change in the Marine Corps 
Manual authorize the issue of this item 
on Form N. M. C. 782-QM.? If so, will 
suspenders, pistol belt, be included? 

Ans.: All articles authorized by 
Articles 17-62 and 17-63, MCM, to be 
issued as part of the individual equip- 
ment of enlisted men should be issued on 
Form NMC 782-QM, as prescribed in 
Article 17-65, MCM. No change in the 
Manual to make that clear is necessary. 
Where the issue of the N. C. S. haver- 
sack in place of the haversack and pack 
carrier is authorized, the issue of pistol 
belt, suspenders on Form 782 is also au- 
thorized, such issue being necessary in 
those cases. This will be embodied in a 
future change in the Marine Corps 
Manual. (b) Are non-commissioned offi- 
cers to whom such equipment is issued 
to be considered Staff N. C. O.’s, and be 
issued bedding rolls and trunk lockers 
or clothing rolls as provided in Par. 21, 
Uniform Regulations, 1922? 

Ans.: No, so far as the issue of trunk 
locker (or bedding roll) and clothing 
roll is concerned. 

(c) Is Par. 21, Uniform Regulations, 
correct as printed? 

Ans.: Paragraph 21, Uniform Regula- 
tions, is correct as printed. It means 
that where for any reason it is not prac- 
ticable or desirable to carry the trunk 
locker, a bedding roll may be issued in 
place of it, for the same purpose. 

Corporal, Cape Haitien: What steps 
would be necessary to have a warrant 
(corporal, probationary technical) 
changed to a regular warrant of the 
same grade (corporal, probationary 
regular) ? 

Ans.: The officers enumerated in Ar- 
ticle 6-25 Marine Corps Manual have the 
authority to issue probationary regular 
warrants in lieu of probationary tech- 
nical warrants as corporal and sergeant, 
subject to the examination requirements 
outlined in Article 6-23 Marine Corps 
Manual. Confirmed warrants, however, 
whether regular or technical, must be 
referred to headquarters for the action 
of the Major General Commandant. 
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GENERAL @ELECTRIC 
Refrigerator 


Simplicity is the outstanding feature of the General 
Electric Refrigerator. All the mechanism—with a 
permanent supply of oil to keep it thoroughly lubri- 
cated—is enclosed in one hermetically sealed casing. 
There isn’t a single belt, fan, drain-pipe or stuffing 
box to get out of order. See the various models. 


NATIONAL ELECTRICAL SUPPLY CO. 


1328-1330 N. Y. AVE., WASHINGTON, D. C. PHONE MAIN 6800 


G 


L. PUTZEL CO. 


Poultry, Eggs, Fruit, Vegetables, Etc. 
SAVANNAH, GA. 


K. C. SEXTON CO. 


631 PA. AVENUE, S. E. WASHINGTON, D. C. 
ORTHOPHONIC VICTROLAS 
VICTOR RECORDS, PLAYER ROLLS 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS, SHEET MUSIC, RADIO SETS 
AND SUPPLIES 
Open 9 A. M. to 10 P. M. Phone Lincoln 5591 
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DREYER 
TRADING COMPANY 


24 Stone Street 
New York, N.Y. 


Prices submitted upon ‘application 


Distributors to the Post Exchanges 


Remember 
GOOD CLOTHES 
GOOD FIT and LOW PRICE 


SAM KELLER 
THE POST TAILOR 


Marine Barracks Portsmouth, Va. 
A Full Line of Gents Furnishings 
and Clothing 
Repairing and Pressing a Specialty 


CASH, LN $ CASHIN 
ON YOUR SPARE TIME 


Live wire men, willing to make themselves 
useful, and a credit to their post, are making 
use of their bunk fatigue time—hence, are 
month making possible their salting 


omer a neat bank roll. Inquire 
THE DAWSON KRAFT-SHOP, “town 


THAT RATE 


MAIL! 


Sold only in Trade-marked Mail-Ho 
Delivery Envelopes. 


One Dollar a Set—At Your Picture-man. 


THE LUXOR COMPANY, INC. 


Wholesale Confectioners 
Exclusive Distributors of 


BUNTE 
CHOCOLATES 
World 
626 Louisiana Avenue N. W. 
Washington, D. C. 


Famous Candies 


RUBBER STAMPS 


Complete linen marker, consisting 


of pad, indelible ink and rubber 
T5e 
Stamp only..........50¢e 


Hay Rubber Stamp Works 
832 13th Street N. W. 
Washington, D. C. 


LOANS 
HORNING 
Diamonds 
Watches--Jewelry 
South End of Highway Bridge 
Opp. Washington Monument 
RATES OF INTEREST, 2% and 3% 
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SAMUEL NICHOLAS, “THE FIGHTIN’ QUAKER” 


(Continued from page 8) 


of the companies to be under the com- 
mand of His Excellency, the Commander- 
in-Chief.”. We have here the first ex- 
ample of a battalion of Marines, about 
to serve as an actual fighting unit under 
the direct command of army authority. 
Washington’s crossing of the frozen 
Delaware, with his almost equally frozen 
army, has ever been a stirring spectacle 
to all students of Americana. Everyone 
knows about his sudden and overwhelm- 
ingly successful attack upon the revel- 
ing Hessians at Christmas Dawn, but 
how many ever contemplate the diffi- 
culty experienced in getting that army 
across. The Marines, unfortunately, did 
not engage as a body in the attack upon 
Trenton. They accomplished the thank- 
less but most arduous task of ferrying 
the half-frozen Continentals across. As 
in all things, the Marines did their job 
well; not a man was lost in the perilous 
trip. 

Realizing that his men were itching 
for the glory and action of a fight, Ma- 
jor Nicholas planned a raid which would 
revive their battalion spirit. It seems 
that an ex-sheriff of Monmouth, Elisha 
Laurence by name, having been ap- 
pointed a lieutenant-colonel by the Brit- 
ish, had imprisoned twenty patriots for 
refusing to join his band of Tories. 
Nicholas requested the permission of 
General Cadawalader to “go after him 
and bring him in.” General Cadawalader 
wrote to General Washington on the 31st 
of December, 1776, for authority to per- 
mit the Marine Commander to start on 
this expedition. The Battle of Prince- 
ton occurred before authority could be 
granted. 

After the first Battle of Trenton, Corn- 
wallis had rushed to the scene with a 
large force. Reaching Trenton at night, 
he waited until the next day for battle, 
sure that Washington was at his mercy. 
“At last,” he said, “we have run down 
the old fox and will bag him in the morn- 
ing.” But as we all know, the “old fox” 
was not there in the morning. He 
slipped quietly away to Princeton, where 
he surprised and routed a detachment of 
Cornwallis’ main army. The battalion 
of Marines under Major Nicholas flung 
itself whole-heartedly into the fray; 
given a chance to fight it made up for 
its ill-luck at Trenton. Washington now 
moved northward to Morristown, where 
he found a safe retreat and passed the 
winter. During the ensuing months Ma- 
jor Nicholas’ battalion served both as 
infantry and artillery, participating in 
several skirmishes. 

We now lose track of Major Nicholas 
until the evacuation of Philadelphia by 
the British in June, 1778. Marine bar- 
racks were reestablished and recruiting 
vigorously renewed. From then until 
the close of the War, the Major was a 
very busy man. His duties at Philadel- 
phia were somewhat similar to those of 
our Commandant of today. Moreover, 
he was in active charge of recruiting, 
and — times acted as Muster Master of 
the Navy. Although he was energetic 
and conscientious in the performance of 
his duty, there is evidence of the fact 
that this duty was both irksome and 


disagreeable. Apparently, he sincerely 
believed that since he had volunteered 
to fight for his country, Congress had 
but little justification for making him a 
“Quill-Fighter.” We find that on the 
20th of November, 1779, he wrote to 
Congress, requesting that he be put in 
charge of the Marine detachment on 
board the “AMERICA,” then in process 
of construction. Congress was adamant 
in its intention that Major Nicholas re- 
main in Philadelphia. The Major, in de- 
scribing his predicament, writes, “I con. 
sequently had the mortification to be. 
come on Acct. of the promotion I was 
honor’d with, a useless officer, at least 
in sense of danger.” Evidently he didn’t 
think very highly of the gentlemen of 
the Marine Committee. But, Marine, 
that he was, he buckled down to the 
grind and efficiently guided the destinies 
of the Marine battalions to a successful 
close. 

With the arrival of peace, Major 
Nicholas withdrew to the obscurity from 
whence he sprung. Again, history fails 
us. All we can glean from the peaceful 
years is that Nicholas was a charter 
member of the “Penna. Society of Cin- 
cinnatorium,” and served on the stand- 
ing committee from 1785 to 1788. It’s 
strange indeed that such a heroic and 
capable figure faded quickly from view. 
It is the general belief among American 
historians that he died while compara- 
tively a young man. Unfortunately, Ma- 
rine Corps officials have never succeeded 
in finding any record of the death or 
burial place of the FIRST MARINE 
OFFICER. 

The Marine Corps of today is greatly 
indebted to this gallant Quaker, who, 
armed in righteousness, established the 
prestige and the glory, that we are 
pledged to CARRY ON. 

The writer gratefully acknowledges the help 
afforded him by Captain R. S. Collum’s “His- 


tory of U.:S. M. C.,” Aldrich’s “History 
of the U. S. M. C.,” and especially by Major 
Edwin North McClellan's “History of the U. 
S. M. C.” 


Next Month 
LT. COL. WILLIAM WARD BURROWS 
The First Commandant 


Teams from a score of colleges and 
universities, playing everything from 
baseball to tennis, will represent the 
“floating university” while the second 
college cruise around the world is being 
conducted. 

Elbert F. Freeman of the University 
of Michigan has made preparations for 
contests that will include a_ baseball 
game with Oriental batsmen on their 


home diamond, tennis matches with al- 
mond-eyed racketeers, swimming meets 
in the mid-Pacific, the Indian Ocean and 
the Mediterranean. 

Athletics on the first college cruise 
proved the practicability of competition 
with foreign teams. 
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TUNNEY DISPLAYS MARINE 
TRAINING IN WIN OVER 
JACK DEMPSEY 


Continued from page 11 


to try what has since become known as 
the famous vaseline scandal. In the 
fifth round Tunney’s seconds caught 
Dempsey being besmeared with vaseline 
in the face—to ward off Tunney’s 
vicious, telling blows. 

Dempsey’s men lost no time in taking 
the tricky stuff off his face after they 
were caught red-handed by Tunney’s 
men. As for Gene, he was as cool as a 
cucumber, “like an experienced actor 
strutting his stuff in an amateur play 
just for fun,” as Jack Sharkey re- 
marked. 

It is my belief that Tunney did not 
receive one real blow that actually hurt 
him, not even that seventh-round punch. 
His activity in the later rounds proved 
that easily. He could have walked into 
the main dining room of a hotel, after 
a rubdown, and none would have known 
he had just emerged from a personal en- 
counter with Jack Dempsey, ex-heavy- 
weight champion of the world. And, by 
the way, that “ex” will continue to stick 
to Jack should he ever be offered enough 
money to meet Tunney again. 

In explanation of my remarks in the 
beginning of this article that Gene 
would, in the future, place boxing on as 
high a plane as any athletic sport now 
is, let me quote Tunney: “I want box- 
ing to become popular. I want to be 
known as a fighting champion. I stand 
ready from tonight on to fight anyone 
who earns the right to challenge me for 
the title. I think it would be a good 
thing if a series of tournaments could be 
held in this country, South America, and 
Europe, bringing out all of the promis- 
ing young heavyweights, and, by elimi- 
nation contests, select the man who will 
face men in the next battle.” His open- 
mindedness is apparent in this state. 
ment. Although Tunney never will be 
a man-killer, he doesn’t want to be. 
He believes that the majority of right- 
thinking people agree with him. 

It is worthy of note that Chuck Wig- 
gins, famous “clown” sparring partner 
of Tunney, and imitator of Dempsey’s 
style of fighting, won his fight of six 
rounds against Jimmy Byrne of Louis- 
ville, Ky., by a decision. Of the pair, the 
announcer remarked, “And now we have 
Chuck Wiggins and Jimmy Byrne in 
another preliminary (to the Tunney- 
Dempsey contest). Pvt. Jiggs II, Tun- 
ney’s mascot, is the only one that rivals 
‘em for looks. Both Chuck and Jimmy 
have looks, but they’re not so good.” 
Billy Vidabeck was another Tunney 
se partner who won in the pre- 
ims. 

This match that will long remain in 
the annals of ringdom as a grueling and 
well worth-while championship battle 
points another lesson to all Marines 
(once one, always one). “A Marine 
never loses his nerve, always on the job, 
we are proud to claim the title of United 
States Marine.” Tunney lived up to 
them all and Marines all over the world 
honor Lieut. Gene Tunney as he has 
honored the Marine Corps. 
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Fifty-twe 


TAKING IT PERSONALLY 


Father: I understand that young man 
of yours travels in rather speedy com- 
pany. 

Daughter: Thanks for the compliment, 
old dear.—Legion Monthly. 


“My dear, I tell you I was setting up 
with a sick friend.” 

“How many did you set up before he 
got sick ?”—LIFE 

A young lady went into a cigar store 
to buy some cigars as a present to her 
husband. Drawing a stump of one from 
her bag she held it toward the clerk 
and asked: “Have you any cigars to 
match this shade?” 

The usher was passing the collection 
basket. He passed it to a man who 
shook his head and refused to give. 

“Take some, then,” said the usher. 
“It’s for the heathen!” —Recruit. 

Pall—I hate these revolving doors. 

Mall—So do I—You can’t slam them 
when you are mad.—EX. 

Hayes: Chicken croquettes, please. 

Waiter (to cook): Fowl! ball! 


City Banker (visiting the farm): “I 
suppose that’s the hired man?” 

“Farmer (who had visited banks): 
“No; that’s the first vice president in 
charge of cows.”—P. H. Weekly. 


Abie (who has cornered a burglar in 
his living room)—Hands up or I'll shoot. 


Quick Witted Burglar—$5.00 for de 
gat. 

Abie—Sold.—Trouble Shooter 

Judge: Speeding, eh? How many 


times have you been before me? 
Speeder: Never, Your Honor. I’ve 
tried to pass you on the road once or 
twice, but my buss will only do fifty- 
five-—Humor. 
T last words of Noah Webster «vere: 


vy, and zythum 


ABSENT-MINDED 


“Well, Mr. Brown, and how does your 
wife stand the heat?” inquired a parson 
genially on meeting a parishioner—and 
quite forgetting that he had buried the 
lady but a week before.—Exchange. 


Plumber: “I've come to fix the old tub 
in the kitchen.” 

Small Boy: “Mama, here’s the doctor 
to see the cook.” 


About that party you're 
goin’ to give. I was gettin’ some points 
from Brown today. He says whenever 
they give a swell dinner they have can- 
delabra on the table. 

Mrs. Newrich: Mercy! I wouldn't 
dream of serving any canned stuff at our 
dinner party!—Vancouver Province. 


Newrich: 


Sailor (as he gazed at the dried beef): 
“I wonder if this meat used to bawl and 
give milk, or whinny and pull a wagon?” 


Reporter (interviewing oldest retired 
naval officer): To what do you attribute 
your long life? 

Oldest Retired Naval Officer: Being 
poor and not having the price of boot- 
leg likker. —Salvo. 


“The rapidly increasing divorce rate,” 
remarked the newcomer, “proves that 
America is fast becoming the land of 
the free.” 

“Yes,” said his friend, “but the mar- 
riage rates show that it’s still the home 
of the brave.” 


A teacher asked her class the mean- 
ing of the word “furlough.” 

Jack held up his hand and said, “It 
means mule; it says so in the book.” 

The teacher asked for the book and 
Jack found for her the picture of a sol- 
dier sitting on a mule. 

Below the picture was written “Going 
Home on His Furlough.” 

—Fun and Fact. 


THE PROPER ORDER 


Waiter (to patron who has been kept 
waiting for some time): What is it you 
wish, sir? 

Patron (sarcastically)—Well, what I 
originally came in for was _ breakfast, 
but if dinner’s ready now, I'll take sup- 
per.—LIFE. 


“What kind of boys go to heaven?” 
asked the Sunday School superintendent. 

“Dead boys!” cried the youngest mem- 
ber of the infant class.—Judge. 


Flora: “I think it’s just terrible, them 
sending all those nice Marines to China. 
What will they do when they get there?” 

Dora: “Good heavens, dearie, ain’t you 
never been out with a Marine?” 

—P. H. Weekly. 


“For two dollars I'll read your mind.” 

“Are you a real mind reader?” 

“T am.” 

“Then you should know I haven’t that 
much money.”—Recruit. 


Sweet Young Thing—I want thome 
adhethive plather. 
Druggist—What thickness? 
S. Y. T.—Don’t mock me, thir! 
—Cynic. 


Mistress: “Are you married?” 
Maid: “No’m. I ran into a door.” 
—Exchange. 


Father: “If you want to make a hit, 
my son, you must strike out for your- 
self.” 

Son: “You’re mixed up in your base- 
ball talk, dad; if you strike out you can’t 
make a hit.”’—Recruit. 


Hayes: “If you'll give me your tele- 
phone number, I'll call you up sometime.” 

She: “It’s in the book.” 

Hayes: “Fine! What’s your name?” 

She: “That’s in the book, too.” 


The only things that come fo him who wait: 
nowadays are whiskers. 
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NOT WORTH WHILE 

A colored man walked into a lawyer’s 
office and said: “Cap, I wants to get a 
divorce—what does I have to do?” 

The lawyer replied: “The first thing 
to do is to bring me $100.” 

“Lawdy, do it cos’ dat much! asked 
the darkey. 

The lawyer replied that it did. 

The colored man paused a moment, 
rubbed his chin and answered, KI’se 
changed my mind cap, there ain’t dat 
much difference in the two women.” 

—Exchange. 


(to awkward recruit): 


officer 
“Didn't you hear ‘About face’?” 


Drill 


Recruit: “No. Wot about ‘im?” 


A city lad stopped along the side of 
a country road and got out of his car 
to josh a barefoot rural boy. Leaning 
over a fence which happened to be handy, 
he said: 

“Your corn is a little yellow, isn’t it, 
son?” 

“Yes, sir, that’s the kind we planted.” 

“Not going to have more than half a 
crop, are you?” 

“No sir, the landlord gets the other 
half.” 

“Then there’s not much between you 
and a damn-fool, is there?” 

“No, sir, nothing but that fence.” 


—Catapult. 


The young son was sick and the doc- 
tor was called. He told the boy that 
he must go to a hospital. 

Boy: “Oh, doctor, I don’t want to go 
to the hospital.” 

Doctor: “Why a hospital’s a fine place 
—clean and convenient.” 


Boy: “But doctor I don’t want to go. 


there. I don’t want a baby. I want a 


pup.”—Catapult. 


Boss: “Well, did you read the letter 
I sent you?” 

Former Employe: “Yes, sir. I read 
it inside and outside. On the inside it 
said, ‘You are fired,’ and on the outside 
it said ‘Return in 5 days,’ so here I am.” 


Clari 


you think George 
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HE’LL BE A LAWYER 

Johnny (who is in the habit of telling 
his mother large tales): “Oh, mother, 
go look at the wild lion in our yard.” 

Mother: “Why Johnny, that is a dog 
that has been clipped for the summer, 
not a lion. Now you go right upstairs 
and pray to God and ask Him to forgive 
you for the untruth you told me.” 

Johnny came down stairs very soon, 
with his hat and coat on. 

Mother: “Did you pray to God, and 
what did He say?” 

Johnny: “Oh, He told me to put on 
my hat and coat and go out and play. 
He thought it was a lion Himself.” 


—Hurty-Peck. 


Pat was being examined as to knowl- 
edge of a shooting affair. 

“Did you see the shot fired?” the mag- 
istrate asked. 

“No, sorr; I only heard it,” was the 
evasive reply. 

“The evidence is not satisfactory,” re- 
plied the magistrate sternly. “Witness 
excused.” 

Pat turned around to leave the box 
and directly his back was turned he 
laughed derisively. 

The magistrate, at this contempt of 
court, called him back and asked him 
how he dared to laugh in court. 

“Did you see me laugh, your honor?” 
queried the offender. 

“No sir, but I heard you,” was the 
irate reply. 

“That evidence is not satisfactory,” 
said Pat. And this time everybody 
laughed.—Catapult. 


A*man had three dogs. One evening 
when he came home he found all three 
of them asleep on his couch. He 
whipped them and drove them away. 

The next night when he came home 
the dogs were lying on the floor. But 
he placed his hand on the couch and 
found it warm from their bodies. There- 
fore he gave them another whipping. 

The third night, returning earlier than 
usual, he found the dogs sitting before 
the couch, blowing on it, to cool it. 

—Recruit. 


At a coroner’s inquest over the body 
of a tramp, killed on a Southern rail- 
road, a Georgia Negro brakeman was 
being questioned. 

Coroner: “What do you know about 
this man getting killed?” 

Brakeman: “I seen him on the train.” 

Coroner: “Where was he on the 
train?” 

Brakeman: “Well, boss, he was about 
thirty cars back from the engine.” 

Coroner: “Where were you when you 
saw him?” 

Brakeman: “I was on de tank—de ten- 
der just back of the locomotive.” 


Coroner: “What time of night was 
it?” 
Brakeman: “Well, boss, ‘jus about 


eleven o’clock.” 

Coroner: “You mean to say that you 
can see a man thirty cars back on a 
dark night? Why, man how far back 
can you see at night?” 

Brakeman: “Well, boss I don’t ’zactly 
know; about a million miles, I reckon. 
How far is it to the moon?” 

—Scissored. 


Fifty-three 


WHERE ARE THEY? 

Mickey came home from school snif- 
fling. 

“You've been licked,” said his mother. 

“IT aint,’ said Mickey. “There was 
a doctor at school this mornin’ examined 
us, and he said I had adnoids.” 

“Phwat’s thim?” asked his mother. 

“They’re things in yer head as has 
to be taken out,” answered Mickey. 

“Tt’s a dom fie,” angrily exploded 
mother. “I’ve fine combed yure head 
ivry Saturday night and niver an ad-noid 
did I find!”—Sea Breezes. 


“Have I any mail?” 
“What’s your name?” 
“You'll find it on the envelope.” 


An Englishman was entertaining an 
Italian, whose knowledge of our lan- 
guage was limited. At lunch, rice pud- 
ding appeared, an item which the Eng- 
lishman was surprised to see the latter 
regard with disgust. 


“What’s wrong?” he queried. “It’s 
wholesome if un-interesting.” 
“No doubt,” was the reply. “But in 


Italy, you see, we do not eat vermin.” 
“Rice—vermin ?” 
“Si, si. I know enough English for 

zat. Mouse, plural mice; rats, plural 

rice!”"—Recruit. 


“Children,” said the Post Chaplain, 
“this picture illustrates today’s Sunday 
School lesson. Lot was warned to take 
his wife and daughter and flee out of 
Sodom. Here is Lot, there is his wife, 
and this is his daughter. Now are there 
any questions you want to ask?” 

“Pleathe, Thir,” lisped the C. O.’s little 
daughter, “where ith the flea?” 


Judge—“You admit you drove 
this man with a loaded truck?” 

O’Keefe—“Yes, Your Honor.” 

Judge—“What have you to say in your 
defense?” 

O’Keefe — didn’t 
loaded.”—T. S. News. 


over 


know it 


was 


Gerald: “Does the moon affect the 
tide?” 
Maud: “No, merely the untied.” 
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QUANTICO,VA. 


and the 


R.F. & P.RR. 


Most of 


have been stationed at Quan- 


the Marines who 


tico for any length of time 
probably feel well acquainted 
with the “RF&P,” its 
are called by numbers, many 


of its employes by name. In- 
ploy 


trains 


deed some there are who 
designate the type of engine 


by its whistle. 


4] However, there are perhaps 
but few who realize that the 
Railroad is the 
oldest in the Country, having 


among very 
an unbroken service record of 
nearly 100 
called upon to actively par- 
ticipate in the last three wars 
of our Nation, and willingly 
did it respond. 


years. It was 


{ It may chance to be of in- 
terest to know too, that Quan- 
tico was an important factor 
the Railroad a 
many years before the Marine 


with great 


Barracks were located there. 
4 The feeling of peculiar pride 
and interest which the R. F. & 
P. RR. has for the Marines is 
but to be expected, and it is 
trusted that the interest may 
be to some extent recipre cated. 


© For that reason, in the next 
few issues of The Leatherneck 
there will be published a brief 
outline of the history of the 
Richmond, Fredericksburg & 
Potomac Railroad. 


THIRTY BUCKS 


(Continued from page 6) 


little ports along the: coast of Central 
America and even as far as Rio some- 
times. But that isn’t often. 

“This last trip was to a little place 
that is not big enough to show on a 
map. It has a high-sounding name, 
though. Puerta Grande, they call it. It 
ain’t much to look at, but they raise 
some fine stuff in the hills back of the 
town. 

“One evening while I was waiting for 
the company boat to finish taking on a 
mixed cargo of bananas and cocoanuts, I 
strolled up the one street of the town. 
They had a place there with tables out 
in front under awnings so the patrons 
could keep cool. It sure was hot in that 
place. I sat down at a vacant table and 
waited for the dopey waiter to come to 
life and serve me. 

“In the dim starlight I noticed some- 
one standing across the street. It was a 
woman and she appeared to be white. 
When I looked closer, I could see she 
was watching me and she acted as 
though she couldn’t make up her mind 
what to do. Then finally she made a 
move, walking across the street drunk- 
enly and taking the other chair at my 


table. She sat there and stared at me. 
I got a good look at her. She was a 
sorry looking object; possibly some 


mother’s pride once, but she had slipped 
a long way. 

“The woman was dirty, in ragged 
clothes, thin and weary looking. In her 
wan, haggard face there lurked just a 
suggestion of lingering youth, but it, was 
wasted by sin. There were bright red 
spots or rouge on her pale face. Her 
lips opened and closed wordlessly. She 
made wry faces at nothing in particular. 
Any one could see that the road she had 
traveled had treated her pretty rough. 

“IT began to wonder what a _ white 
woman in her fix could be doing in this 
spic town. I wasn’t left to wonder for 
long. She asked for a drink. Asked 
me to buy it for her. I inquired what 
she preferred, wine, beer or some of the 
native drinks. She looked at me in scorn 
for a moment, then cursed and said she 
would have whiskey. She wanted some- 
thing she could taste. 

“T rapped for the waiter. He came 
and I gave him her order, hoping she’d 
soon leave. She was no ornament I'd 
care to be seen with by any of the ship’s 
crew. Her drink came and she raised 
it to her lips, but instead of drinking 
she held the glass up-raised and her eyes 
took on a fixed stare. I glanced behind 
me to see what kept her from swallow- 
ing the much wanted drink. I realized 
that she looked not over my shoulder, 
but at something on me. And it had 
stirred her; she shook as with ague and 
gulped back great sobs. It was this tie 
pin I wear. It is a little Marine Corps 
emblem. She starred at it in that fixed 
way as though she saw a ghost. It was 
a ghost; a ghost of the dead past that 
she saw. 

“Coming out of her daze, she set the 
drink on the table and began to talk. 
And the things she told me. She was 
almost overcome with emotion as she 
poured out her story in half-choked sobs. 
First she asked me where I’d served 


with the Marines. When I mentioned 
that I had been in Charleston for a time, 
I thought she was going crazy. 

“It seems she had married some lad in 
Charleston, and it was one of the fellows 
from the barracks, too. She didn’t men- 
tion his name and'I didn’t ask her. But 
I knew just the same. She had met this 
lad and fallen for him and he had taken 
to her. With no more than that they 
had gone and married. Just two kids, 
they were. At first she was as devoted 
to him as any new bride is to her man, 
but soon she found plenty of others just 
as interesting. The newness wore off 
and like many another silly girl the 
‘glitter of the uniform’ blinded her. She 
wasn’t backward about having ‘dates’ 
with other fellows while her husband was 
on guard duty and away from her. After 
a time he learned what she was doing 
and tried to make her change. He was 
just eating his heart out for her but she 
hadn’t sense enough to know it. He 
tried to get her to go to his folks to 
live; she was having too good a time 
where she was and insisted on staying. 
She kept going from bad to worse. Took 
to boozing; then an experimental sniff 
of dope led to that as a steady habit. 
Once she was arrested for stealing from 
a store. 

“When her husband got his discharge 
after the Armistice, she refused to leave 
with him and he went away alone. He 
wrote letters to her begging her to come 
to him. She read them and tore them 
up—unanswered. 

“She drifted from place to place, get- 
ting acquainted with the inside of jails 
from Norfolk to Key West, and along the 
gulf to the Rio Grande. Once, in a 
drunken stupor she staggered aboard 
some boat to wake up hours later out on 
the gulf, only to be kicked off when the 
ship arrived at its next stop, which hap- 
pened to be this spic town. No one 
would give her passage back to the 
States and even the filthy peons would 
have but little to do with her. 

“She finished her tale with a shudder, 
and raising her glass, smiled wanly at 
me over it, thanked me for listening to 
it, and swallowed the fiery liquor with a 


gulp. It seemed to give her new life for 
a moment. She seemed to pull herself 
together. 


“Laying a hand on my arm, she asked 
if there weren’t sharks in the harbor 
waters. I assured her that there were, 
lots of them, huge man-eating tiger 
sharks, too. Then, almost before I had 
finished speaking, she rose and walked 
unsteadily away toward where our ves- 
sel was docked. 

“T sat meditating until I realized what 
she intended doing, then I started after 
her. I reached the wharf all out of 
breath. There were luminous streaks of 
phosphorescence in the dark water. She 
was nowhere to be seen. . . . I was 
too late. 


Dave ended his story ,— lapsed into 
silence; then after a mo d: 

“You know, I don’t thifike G@cht to 
hold that grudge againg#@¥alke I don’t 
think he had much plealffiiiiiiyof those 
thirty bucks he swipediiig@ifi me.” 
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Fifty- 


five 


THE CONQUEST OF MIKE 


(Continued from page 5) 


his instructions. He protested, at length 
and with tears; but from the ridge he 
saw the flag-ship lying off, all her guns 
trained out; and three hundred blue- 
jackets and Marines watched him with 
wistful faces, like a cat looks at a ca- 
nary bird. So he agreed to take his war 
up another alley. And that was that. 

The captain sat on a rock among his 
Marines to watch the Army of Libera- 
tion file off toward the hills, and a damp 
velvety muzzle came poking into his 
hand. Later, all things having been 
made peaceful, the landing force took 
the seaward road. Up forward the Ma- 
rines stepped out, heads up, shoulders 
back, and pieces dressed, with just the 
touch of swank a crack flag-ship guard 
ought to show; and a whisper passed 
down from the front: “Say-——-say—d’yuh 
see it? Private Mike’s back on his own 
station again!” Nobody stretched a 
neck to see—that wasn’t discipline, but 
the company wise-guy in the last squad 
said, out of the corner of his mouth: 
“What did I tell you? Dawgs has in- 
stincts about these things. And Bozo, 
he knew the skipper before. He said, 
this skipper Jack—” “Silence in ranks, 
you!” 

Puerto Dios observed, leading the 
column, a little black dog—an elegant, 
ebony little dog, with his head high and 
his tail curled in an arrogant three- 
quarter circle over his stern, who now 
and then dropped back to jump at his 
captain’s hand. 

(Copyright by The Bell Syndicate, Inc.) 


“HOW’LL YOU HAVE 
YOUR EGGS?” 


(Continued from page 7) 


brothers, on the little board placards 
above the bunks. Even the sign over 
the archway which read “95th Company,” 
gave me a little feeling of sadness each 
time I passed it. Maudlin sentiment? 
Perhaps. But one can’t help thinking 
of the boys who went out to keep the 
name of the Corps shining in the annals 
of world history. 

Some of us missed old John “Pay” 
Hickey of other days—still in the Corps 
I was told. The absent bark of drill 
sergeants was missed. But the old 
wheezing pump brought back a lot of 
memories. Even though it is a “de- 
serted village,” with its regiments on 
foreign fields, Quantico seemed much the 
same. The sight of a fourragere was 
something of a thrill to the old-timers. 
And seeing such of the old officers as 
Captains Erskine, Jacobsen and the rest 
who were with the old Brigade in 
France, was another detail which 
brought both joy and memories. 

We of the reserve are naturally anx- 
ious to have the powers that be provide 
adequate funds for rebuilding the post— 
but when handsome stone buildings re- 
place the good old barracks of wood 
and paint—when the last of the wearers 
of the famous French “hangman’s noose” 
have passed out of the ranks, and ‘when 
the old pump stops its wheezing song, 
then, and only then, will Quantico be 
anything but the fondly-remembered 
place of ten years ago. 

But boys—wasn’t it a lovely war? 
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What Our | 
Guarantee Means | 


To You | 


Every Colonel is covered by 
our guarantee—the guarantee 
of replacement. This means 
that every Colonel cut in play | 
will be replaced when sub- 
mitted to the factory for in- 
spection. 
Should any Colonel fail in its 
service to you—that is our 
loss—and we have always 
made Colonels to win! 
There’s a Colonel for every 
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price range from a dollar to 
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THE NIGHT OF THE THIRTEENTH 


(Continued from page 2) 


on the frame. Face and figure were in 
the shadow that projected across the 
table. Jimmy could not see what was 
held in the right hand but he guessed. 
And he knew the voice. It was that of 
Buck Stetson, sheriff of Mesquite 
County. 

“Put up your hands, Pringle! Drop 
your gun on the table. Hurry now!” 

Jimmy reacted swiftly. Even in the 
shock of surprise he noted the “Pringle.” 
It was official. Never before had Buck 
called him anything but Jimmy. He 
knew the quality of tone in that com- 
mand as he knew the man back of the 
gun. It was not to be monkeyed with 
Resentment flaring high, he let his gun 
fall to the table and put his hands, 
palms even with his shoulders. 

“A little higher, Pringle. I’m comin’ 
in. Stand away from that chair.” 

Stetson was taking no chances and he 
was a good mind-reader. Jimmy had in- 
tended to smash him with the chair if 
there was the slightest chance as he came 
through the window. Now he stood 
back and laughed. 

“What’s the idea, Buck Stetson? 
Tryin’ to make a repytation? I left you 
to the dance. You damned fool,” he 
broke out, “don’t act like a movie 
sheriff! There’s murder been done here. 
Someone shot Old Man Williams through 
the window.” 

“So I guess,” said Stetson drily. He 
had negotiated the window and now stood 
with his back against the edge of the 
table. The moonlight was fair in Jim- 
my’s face and on his body from the waist 
up. Stetson had retrieved his gun. “I 
heard the shot, or rather the echoes of 
it,” Buck went on, “as I rode up toward 
the ranch. Yore hawss nickered to mine 
as I topped the rise. The moon come 
up an’ I saw the busted window. You 
know the rest.” 

“I know as much as you do,” said 
Jimmy hotly. Buck must have trailed 
him from the dance, he figured hastily. 
But why? “I was crossin’ the holding 
and I heard the shot same as you. I 
found a hole in the window where I saw 
the light go out from the creek head. 
I busted it in, findin’ the door locked. I 
had half a match and I was lookin’ to 
find Williams an’ fix him, if I could, befo’ 
I chased after the man you’re lettin’ git 
away from you.” 

“IT reckon you fixed Williams,” said 
Stetson. “Look at yore bloody fingers.” 

“Don't be a bigger jackass than God 
made you, Stetson. You don’t think I 
murdered him, do you? Why man, it 
was a rifle shot. You must know that. 
I haven’t a rifle, ‘cept the one back on 
the ranch.” 

“IT couldn’t tell what kind of a shot it 
was with the echoes mussin’ it up.” 
Stetson broke Jimmy’s gun _ swiftly 
across his knee, sending the ejected 
shells on the table. He picked up an 
emptied cartridge 

“What'd you fire this at?” he asked 
and sniffed at the barrel that still held 
the acrid scent of discharged powder. 
All the time he kept Jimmy covered. 

“I fired at a jack on the road out,” 
said Jimmy. But his voice faltered as 


he spoke with the swift tremor of his 
mind as he realized the net of circum- 
stances that trammeled him. 

“Kill it?” 

“IT don’t know.” 

“I reckon you'd better not talk any, 
Pringle. You leave the dance hall, sneak 
off soon as I arrive. It’s known you 
owed Williams a note chances are you 
can’t meet, and which’ll break you up 
ranching. It’s known you've spoken 
strong things against him. I find you 
red-handed, yore gun fired off recent and 
—TI find you here. What did you do with 
the body?” 

Jimmy went wild with helpless rage. 

“Hell!” he cried. “You and yore star! 
You and yore gun! You're so damned 
smart and so damned eager to get some- 
thing on me. Did she turn you down? 
And what brought you kitin’ out here? 
Williams voted against you. You and 
him have had words more’n once. How 
do I know you didn’t pull this thing 
yourese’f an’ come back to turn the table 
on the man who showed up befo’ your 
trail was cold on the getaway? How 
do I know yore gun ain't fired or that 
you ain’t got a rifle hid on the hill? You 
got the drop on me, that’s all. Go an’ 
find Williams yorese’f. He ain’t in this 
room, that’s certain. He may have 
passed over the range while you’ve bin 
gabbin’ here. If he has, he’s bled to 
death, mebbe, fo’ lack of help. It’s up 
to you, Buck Stetson! You an’ yore !’l 
star and yore gun! Hell!” 

Pringle’s voice held such a measure 
of conviction that it startled Stetson 
into a moment’s slackness as he looked 
in puzzled fashion at his late partner 
with narrowed eyes. In that split second 
Jimmy leaped, clutching at Stetson’s 
wrist with both hands and cruelly twist- 
ing flesh, tendons, and small bones in his 
effort to make him drop the gun. 

There was a loud report, then another, 
resounding in the low ceilinged room as 
Stetson struck furiously at Pringle’s 
jaw, then clinched with him, tripped him, 
and the two went rolling over the floor, 
tightening for possession of the weapon 
that Stetson still managed to retain. 

There was a double sound of foot- 
steps on the veranda, the click of a key 
in the lock, and added moonlight flooding 
the room as the door opened. Neither of 
them heard or noticed this. The gun 
went off once again, to be stopped by a 
raucous voice. 

“You couple of housebreakin’ fools, 
what in Time are you doin’ here? Git 
up afore I plug the both of ye.” 

They sat up, gasping for lack of 
breath and with astonishment. Titus 
Williams stood before them in the flesh. 
One hand held a rifle, the other grasped 
a shrinking figure, tall and lanky, vague- 
ly suggestive in the moonlight of being 
in some way misshapen. Both Jimmy and 
Buck knew who it was, the gangling, 
nineteen year old son of Williams’ 
neighbor, Hansen, a youth with almost 
the growth of a man and the mind of a 
child of ten. 

“We thought you’d been murdered.” 
The exclamation was mutual, simultane- 
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“Did you? Wal, I ain’t, though I come 
nigh to it. An’ what was you two a 
fightin’ about? Privilege of bein’ pall 
bearers? Hank,” he said to the gang- 
ling youth, “you go in the kitchen an’ 
get me the lamp on the windysill. Don’t 
you try to light it.” 

“ “«— want my gun. Gimme back my 


un. 

“T'll tan yore hide some more if you 
don’t do as I tell you.” The lad left and 
came back with the lamp which Titus 
lit, surveying the room with a face that 
crinkled in disapproval and eyes that 
held a sardonic twinkle. 

“Run up a fine bill of damages ag’en 
yoreselves, didn’t you?” he went on. 
“When I left there was one lamp 
smashed and one windy pane. Now 
looky that windy, aside from breakin’ 
and enterin’. Mebbe you'll explain how 
you happened to be breakin’ the law, 
Sheriff Stetson?” 

“IT came up to see you on—on a mat- 
ter of business,” said Stetson with some 
hesitation. “Knew you was li’ble to be 
up late. Heard a shot as I topped the 
rise. Heard a hawss nicker. Saw the 
light was out. The moon came up an’ 
I saw Pringle here with his gun in his 
hand. I struck him up and found they 
was a cartridge fired recent. I knew 
he’d had some trouble with you. His 
fingers was all bloody. I didn’t ‘low he'd 
shoot no one in cold blood, but it looked 
bad.” 

Titus had broken into cackling laugh- 
ter. 

“It sure looked bad. ‘Specially the 
blood,” he said. “How about you, Prin- 


Jimmy told his tale, Titus Williams 
listening with his leathery old face 
puckered up, his eyes now suspicious, 
now ironical. . 

“T reckon you’re tellin’ the truth,” he 
pronounced finally, “but yore tryin’ to 
rescue me ain’t goin’ to make enny dif- 
ference about thet note of yore’s, Prin- 
gle. When it’s due I expect my money— 
or the security.” 

“IT ain’t tryin’ to save even yore life 
at a bargain,” answered Jimmy. “You'll 
get your sixteen ounces of manflesh, Shy- 
lock. Ten cents ’ud cover your personal 
value to me, but I don’t aim to see even 
a dawg killed ’thout a show, if some 
folks do think I’m inclined thet way.” 
He looked resentfully at Stetson. 

“IT had to do my duty as I saw it,” 
said Buck. “You’d have done it yore- 
se’f, Jimmy, if it had bin the other way 
around.” 

That was true enough, Pringle re- 
flected. And the “Jimmy” softened him. 
But Titus cackled and broke in. 

“Do your dooty even to a rival, eh?” 
he inquired. Both after the same office 
and Stetson won. Who’s goin’ to win 
the girl? Both over to the dance ter- 
night, wasn’t ye? How’d you happen to 
leave so early. She give both of ye the 
slip?” He laughed maliciously as he 
met their angry glances. 

“Seein’ I’m_ sheriff,” said Stetson, 
“s'pose you tell me jest what did hap- 
pen. Thet’s my duty, too, Titus.” 

_ “Glad to—glad to. Part my own fault, 
ina way. This lunkhead”—he indicated 
Henry Hansen, shuffling one foot against 
the other—“‘came to me yestiddy an’ 
tells me he’s seen a coyote hangin’ 
around my barns. As if I hadn’t heard 
the mangy brute. ‘If I kill it’, he ses, 
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justifiable  satis- 

faction attends 
the clipping of coupons 
from Smith First Mortgage 
Bonds; not only is the 
amount of interest return 
giatifying but you know 
there will be no delay in 
its payment. 

Your invested principal is 
adequately protected by Smith 
Safeguards, assuring prompt 
payment, 


Smith Bonds yield 6% to 6% %. 
Denominations $1000. $500. $100. 
Maturities 2 to 15 years. 


Ask for Booklet “83-48” 


it tells why ** Confidence in Smith Bonas 
is World Wide” 


Our Mail Service Department 


No matter where you may be you 


can avail yourself of the Mail 
Order Service of our Home Office 
in Washington, D.C. Your in- 
vestments and inquiries will be 


given the same personal, efficient 
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285 Madison Ave., New York City 
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‘will you give me the bounty on it so’s 
I won’t have to collect it to the county 
seat?’ ‘If you kill it,’ I ses, ‘sure I will.’ 
Knowin’ he had no gun. 

“What does the young fool do but 
swipe his father’s an’ go coyote hunt- 
in . 


“IT saw him, too,” said young Hansen. 
“Downhill, goin’ to the barns. I saw 
him, I tell ye. An’ I drew down on him. 
He starts to run an’ I follers him with 
the bead. I held ahead, I did, an’ I 
fired 

“Plumb through my windy,” said Titus 
composedly. “Where I was rulin’ up my 
profit and loss account. Rulin’ it in red 
ink. The bullet goes whang through the 
burner of the lamp. If it had hit: the 
container it w’ud have blowed up. The 
bullet might have deflected some but it 
didn’t miss me by an inch. Went by me 
like a bee after it knocked over the 
lamp an’ the bottle of red ink. That’s 
what you've got on yore hand, Pringle. 
Red ink an’ the ile that flowed out of 
the busted burner.” He stopped to cackle 
again as Jimmy turned all colors of the 
rainbow. In the excitement and the rush 
he had not noticed that the stain on his 
hand had sunk into the skin. 

“I guessed what it was, right off,” 
went on Titus. “I jumps for the door 
and there is Hank there on the skyline. 
I went after him, hotfoot.” 

“Usual I ain’t over an’ above spry, 
but I don’t allow no one takin’ pot shots 
at me in mistake for a coyote. Hank 
tangles up in a brush. He runs cocky- 
footed when he’s excited, anyhow. I 
drops on top of him, wallops him where 
he’s tenderest an’ took away his gun.” 

“It ain’t my gun,” wailed Hank. “It’s 
paw’s. If he finds I’ve took it, he’ll skin 
me alive an’ he’ll raise hell with you, 
too,” he added defiantly. 

“Will he? I'll sue him for permittin’ 
his firearms to come within reach of an 
irresponsible minor child, if he does. You 
fire that gun off ag’en within a mile of 
me an’ I'll take it away sure.” 

“IT wanted the bounty.” 

“Bounty enough the sheriff ain’t ar- 
restin’ you an’ hangin’ you. Now take 
youre gun an’ git.” The boy sprang into 
the night. 

“Now, who’s goin’ to pay fo’ my 
windy? You've spiled the table an’ 
lamed a chair besides.” 

“We'll settle that,” said Stetson. “T’ll 
hand it to you, Williams, you’ve got 
nerve. I doubt if I’d take it coolly as 
that.” 

“Can’t no one hurt me on my lucky 
day,” chuckled Titus. “The thirteenth. 
Born on that day. Mos’ folks thinks it 
unlucky. I don’t. It’s the fourteenth 
now,” he said, looking at the clock on a 
shelf. “Twenty after twelve.” He 
walked over to the pad to tear off the 
sheet. 

“Looky here,” he said. “Say this ain’t 
a lucky day!” He pointed to the score 
of the bullet where it had ploughed 
through the fat curve of the upper half 
of the three, penetrating the thick pad, 
lodging in the wall. “Buzzed by me like 
a bee,” he cried, then, with a change of 
voice, “You said you had some business 
with me, sheriff. Will it keep? ’Till 
termorrer? I’m a bit tired after my 
run.” 

“Tt will keep,” answered Stetson. 

“Then you can come to see me about 
it an’ bring over the money for the windy 
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at the same time. Goodnight to both 


of ye. And many thanks,” he added 
sarcastically. “Don’t forgit the date, 
Pringle. Jest ten days more to when 


” 


yore note comes due. 

He went to the door, holding it open 
for them as they went out. Then he 
closed it hehind them. For a moment 
they stood silent. 

“You've got an apology comin’ to you, 
Jimmy,” said Buck. 

“I told you I’d do the same thing in 
yore place. I'll call it squar’ if you'll 
keep quiet about the red ink.” 

“I thought it was blood myself, Jim- 
my.” He held out his hand and Pringle, 
moved by the same impulse, gripped it. 

“He’s sure a nervy cuss,” he said. 
“Ridin’ a spell with me?” 

“Sure.” 

They mounted. Both had the dance in 
mind, both fought s'.y of the subject in 
their new reconciliation. Somehow the 
girl didn’t seem to matter so much. 
Jimmy realized that Buck must have left 
the dance soon after he did. 

“About that note, Jimmy? 
meet it?” 

“The inspection was put off again. Be- 
fore they pass the steers and the check 
gets through he'll have time to fore- 
close. I figgered I might borrer if I got 
a line from the inspection outfit, but 
they may shunt the date ag’en.” 

“Uh-huh. Jimmy, you’ve had tough 
luck. You need me for a mascot. I’ve 
done well an’ I’ve got a good offer fo’ 
the lazy Y. Cash. Can close it termor- 
rer if I want. I don’t want you to think 
I was hornin’ in, Jimmy, but I rode over 
here ternight to see if I cudn’t fix it up 
fo’ you with Williams. Then I was goin’ 
to see you about goin’ in together on 
the U-U. I expected to talk with you 
at the dance, but you sasshayed off befo’ 
I had a chance.” 

Jimmy reined up dumbfounded. 

“You want—I what about Helen?” he 
blurted out. 

“Helen? She’s nothin’ to me, Jimmy. 
I heard you an’ her weren’t over thick 
ternight. I’m figgerin’ she’s bin jollyin’ 
both of us erlong, as a gal will.” 

“She shook me like a dawg shakes 
water as soon as you showed,” said 
Jimmy, a little cloudily. 

“She shed me like a snake sheds an old 
skin soon’s as Peter Raymond showed,” 
said Buck. “All she wanted ter know 
was where he was an’ had I seen him.” 

“Tll be hornswoggled! Buck, I— 
listen!” 

They had reached the edge of the 
mesa. Up from the plains came a con- 
fused sound of shooting. They could 
make out a bunch of horsemen riding 
fast. 

“Sounds like a Shivaree crowd, or a 
lynchin’,” said Buck. “Too happy fo’ 
lynchin’ I fancy. Let’s ride down.” A 
man streaked out to meet them. 

“What’s the idea?” asked Buck. The 
rider was rocking in his saddle with 
laughter. 

“We're helpin’ Old Man Faulkner find 
his daughter and Pete Raymond,” he 
managed to say at last. “He come home 
unexpected an’ found a note that said 
she was goin’ to ‘lope with Pete. He 
comes hotfoot to the dance, twenty 
minutes after they’d gone in Pete’s car. 
Of course we helped him—like hell we 
did! We're helpin’ him now. Pete an’ 
Helen’s half way to Phoenix by now. 
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Someone made a mistake an’ thought 
they lit out this away. Faulkner’s 
steamin’. He’s got a shotgun. Want to 
come along? We aim to stay with him 
till daylight.” 

“Jimmy here an’ me’s got a date,” 
said Buck. “Over to the U-U. But you 
might tell Faulkner we saw a couple 
chasin’ erlong by Titus Williams a while 
back. Might have bin them—or it might 
have bin’ Jimmy an’ me. Use your 
judgment.” 

“Sure will. Ye-yippee! Trail’s hot, 
boys.” And he galloped back to the 
crowd 

The reunited partners rode on in si- 
lence together, jogging happily along. 
Presently Buck Stetson started to sing 
a cowboy chant. 


WATCH THE YOUNGER CROWD PICK THE WINNERS! 


Some love to roll in riches, 

- Some love to lie abed; 

Some spend their time in drinkin’ 
Or waitin’ to be fed. 

Give me life in the open 

Upon the broad prairee; 

To live an’ die a cowboy, 
Light-hearted, gay and free. 


Yip! ann see thee Fatima packages pop out! No gathering of 
the younger set, large or small, fails to extend this ex- 
traordinary record. Unquestionably, Fatima has pleased 


more smokers for more years than any other cigarette. 


ATIMA 


Jimmy joined in the refrain, and it 
was he who sang the next verse. 


I wouldn’t trade my callin’ 

To be a millyunaire; 

To find a gold mine full of gold, 
Or wed a maiden fair, 

A six-gun in my holster, 

A lassoo at my side, 

My saddle fo’ a bolster 

My cattle-Hawss fo’ bride. 


Yippity-yi-yippity-yee! 
With my yip-yip-yip-yippity yee! 
Yip! Yip! 


“Buck,” he said presently, “I reckon 
Tight Wad Williams was right. The . 
thirteenth is a lucky day.” 
“Lucky night,” amended Buck, “fo The most skillful blend in cigarette history 
him, fo’ you an’ me, Jimmy, an’ fo’ Pete am 
an’ Helen.” LIGGETT & MYERS ‘TOBACCO CO 
“Here's hopin’,” staid Jimmy. “The 
world’s full of gals fo’ them that want 
‘em. Meantime, here’s the U—U.” 


French rowing crews hereafter will 
undergo long courses of intensive train- 


PERUAL 


SUPPLIES 


ing before international events. 

Experts, alarmed at the mediocre 
showing of their eights, have decided 
that the French physique is the best in 
the world for scientific rowing but that 
training methods in the past have been 
too haphazard and that technique has 
been too much neglected. 

The ardent temperament of _ the 
Frenchman is given as one reason for 
the lack of technique. In his practice 
he burns with a desire for speed, and 
the long-distance pulls of an American 
college crew, trained in measured ca- 
dence, don’t appeal to him. 
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“SERVICE to the SERVICE” 
Right Prices Post Exchanges 
Right Merchandise for and Ship 
Prompt Shipments Service Stores 
We carry a complete line of GENERAL MERCHANDISE such as is car- 
ried in your Post Exchange. 
We at all times GUARANTEE our MERCHANDISE and PRICES to be of 
the best. This makes ordering from us EASY and SAFE. 
Our stock is always complete therefore we can give you the prompt service 
that you require. 
A trial order will convince you. 
W. & S. LYON COMPANY 
40 East 20th Street, New York City 
“If you need it we have it!” 
S 


The Leatherneck’s Big Christmas Offer! 


John Culnan has just written “Semper Fidelis,” a ballad of the United States 
Marines. “Semper Fidelis” is a book written by a Marine who has gone through what 
he writes about. 


The Leatherneck has bought a limited number of these books and is going to give 
one free to every person who clips the coupon below and sends it to us with $3.00 for a 
year’s subscription to The Leatherneck. Your renewal will get the book too. 


“Semper Fidelis” will make a very acceptable Christmas present. A combination 
of “Semper Fidelis” and a year’s subscription to The Leatherneck will make an ideal 
Christmas gift. They may be sent to any address. 


Clip this coupon today! 


THE LEATHERNECK, 
MARINE BARRACKS, WASHINGTON, D. C. 


Enclosed is $3.00 for which send one year’s subscription and a copy of “Semper 
Fidelis” to— 


Name 


Address 


This offer expires January 1, 1928 
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HERE’S to Camel. How much added 
pleasure it brings to the world. Wherever 
congenial friends gather, or in the solitary 
hours of work or travel, Camel insures the 
enviable mood of enjoyment. 

All of the mysterious powers to please 
of the choicest Turkish and Domestic to- 
baccos grown are brought to fulfillment 
in Camel. This is done through a smooth 
and mellow blend that cannot be found 
anywhere else. For America’s largest 


REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, 


Here’s to Camel—on a million tables! 


tobacco organization concentrates its abil- 
ities in Camel. Into this one brand goes all 
of its power to select and buy and blend 
for taste satisfaction. There simply are no 
better cigarettes made at any price. 
Camel’s mildness and mellowness are 
the favorites of particular modern smok- 
ers. So much so that Camel’s popularity is 
greater than any other cigarette ever had. 
For your enjoyment of the smoothest 


smoke ever made, “Have a Camel!”’ 


WINSTON-SALEM, N. C. 
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